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PREFACE. 




HE object of the present volume is to in- 
culcate, through the medium of Poetry, 
that deep and reverential love towards 
God and Nature, which lies at the foundation of 
all true religion. Impressed with a sense of the 
sublime and beautiful — ^with the harmony that 
pervades creation, with man's relations to exter- 
nal nature, and with God's relation to the whole 
— the mind involuntarily rises to the higher con- 
ception of the Divine attributes. To these themes 
the heart may, no doubt, be directed by the 
teachings of prose; but the lessons of poesy 
have a sweeter and more persuasive influence, 
and the music of their lines will linger on the 
h 
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memory long after the words of the other have 
been effaced. It is mainly for this reason that 
we would call in the charms of poetry as a 
powerful auxiliary to fill wfth gratitude and 
inspire with devotion. 

The pieces have been selected from the wide 
field of English and American poetry, — care 
being taken to present only those that exhibit 
the most catholic spirit and the most attractive 
diction. Poems of a sectarian tendency have 
been scrupulously avoided ; and hymns of a 
doctrinal character have been left to those nu- 
merous collections, compiled more especially for 
use in congregational worship. While the higher 
ideal flights of the poet have been passed over 
as unsuited to the comprehension of ordinary 
readers, all mere rhymes, often ridiculous from 
their commonplace, and offensive from their 
familiarity with sacred things, have been strictly 
excluded. The main object is to cherish those 
devotional feelings which are inspired by an 
intelligent contemplation of God's work in na- 
ture ; and this, it appears to the compiler, can 
be best secured through the medium of the 
earnest and exalted. 



PREFACE. V 

By the pious and contemplative such a volume 
as the present may be perused at all seasons. 
During moments of leisure it may hallow the 
labours of every-day life ; on the day of rest it 
may offer a not unsuitable companion to hours 
of devotion. It may be read aloud with benefit 
to the family circle, or be studied with satis- 
faction among the scenes .which its verses often 
so beautifully and truthfully describe. Many 
of the pieces are, indeed, so eminently beautiful, 
that, once read, they can never be forgotten ; 
and it may be that their memory shall strengthen 
hours of future trial, and bring back the heart 
from the dangers of neglect and indifference. 
By presenting a variety of themes, and the 
thoughts of numerous minds, the contents can- 
not fatigue through sameness; while the main 
subject has a consistency and unity which may 
secure for the volume a more lasting considera- 
tion than is usually bestowed on mere miscella- 
neous collections. 

The selection, we have said, has been made 
from the wide field of modern poetry, and in 
several instances from the works of living authors. 
To them and to their publishers we offer our most 
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cordial thanks for the kind assistance thereby 
rendered to our design ; and if in any instance 
the authorship remains unacknowledged, the 
omission has arisen, not from neglect, but, from 
the want of better information. 



Edinburgh, November 1863. 
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GOD IN ALL. 

|HOU art, O God, the light and life 
Of all this wondrous world we see ; 
Its glow by day, its smile by night, 
Are but reflections caught from Thee. 
Where'er we turn. Thy glories shine, 
And all things fair and bright are Thine 1 




When Day, with farewell beam, delays 
Among the opening clouds of Even, 

And we can almost think we gaze 
Through golden vistas into heaven^- 

Those hues that make the sun's decline 

So soft, so radiant, Lord ! are Thine. 

A 
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When Night, with wings of starry gloom, 
Overshadows all the earth and skies. 

Like some dark, beauteous bird, whose plume 
Is sparkling with unnumbered eyes — 

That sacred gloom, those fires divine, 

So grand, so countless. Lord 1 are Thine. 

When youthful Spring around us breathes, 

Thy spirit warms her firagrant sigh ; 
And every flower the Summer wreathes 

Is bom beneath that kindling eye. 
Where'er we turn. Thy glories shine. 
And all things fair and bright are Thine. 

T. MooRE, 1779-1852. 
-Sacred Melodies. 
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HYMN OF NATURE. 

God of the earth's extended plains ! 

The dark-green fields contented lie ; 
The mountains rise like holy towers. 

Where man might commune with the sky ; 
The tall cliff challenges the storm 

That lowers upon the vale below. 
Where shaded fountains send their streams 

With joyous music in their flow. 
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God of the dark and heavy deep ! 

The waves lie sleeping on the sands, 
Till the fierce trumpet of the storm 

Hath summoned up their thundering bands ; 
Then the white sails are dash'd like foam, 

Or hurry, trembling, o'er the seas, 
Till, calm'd by Thee, the sinking gale 

Serenely breathes. Depart in peace, 

God of the foresf s solemn shade ! 

The grandeur of the lonely tree, 
That wrestles singly with the gale, 

Lifts up admiring eyes to Thee ; 
But more majestic far they stand. 

When, side by side, their ranks they form 
To weave on high their plumes of green. 

And fight their battles with the storm. 

God of the light and viewless air! 

Where summer breezes sweetly flow, 
Or, gathering in their angry might. 

The fierce and wintry tempests blow ; 
All — ^fi:om the evening's plaintive sigh. 

That hardly lifts the drooping flower. 
To the wild whirlwind's midnight cry — 

Breathe forth the language of Thy power. 

God of the fair and open sky I 
How gloriously above us springs 

The tented dome of heavenly blue, 
Suspended on the rainbow's rings ! 
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Each brilliant star that sparkles through, 
Each gilded cloud that wanders free 

In evening's purple radiance, gives 
The beauty of its praise to Thee. 

God of the rolling orbs above ! 

Thy name is written clearly bright 
In the warm day's unvarying blaze, 

Or evening's golden shower of light 
For every fire that fronts the sun. 

And every spark that walks alone 
Around the utmost verge of heaven. 

Were kindled at Thy burning throne. 

God of the world ! the hour must come, 

And nature's self to dust return ; 
Her crumbling altars must decay. 

Her incense fires shall cease to bum ; 
But still her grand and lovely scenes 

Have made man's warmest praises flow ; 
For hearts grow holier as they trace 

The beauty of the world below. 

William O. Peabody. 
-American. 
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UNIVERSAL ORDER. 

See through this air, this ocean, and this earth, 
All matter quick, and bursting into birth. 
Above, how high progressive life may go ! 
Around, how wide ! how deep extend below ! 
Vast chain of being ! which from God began, 
Nature's ethereal, human, angel, man, 
Beast,'bird, fish, insect, what no eye can see, 
No glass can reach ; from infinite to thee ; 
From thee to nothing. — On superior powers 
Were we to press, inferior might on ours ; 
Or in the full creation leave a void, 
Where, one step broken, the great scale 's destroyed ; 
From Nature's chain whatever link you strike, 
Tenth, or ten-thousandth, breaks the chain alike. 

And if each system in gradation roll. 
Alike essential to the amazing whole, 
The least confiision, but in one, not all 
That system only, but the whole must fall 
Let earth, unbalanced, from her orbit fly. 
Planets and suns run lawless through the sky ; 
Let ruling angels from then: spheres be hurl'd. 
Being on being wrecked, and world on world ; 
Heaven's whole foundations to their centre nod, 
And nature trembles to the throne of God. 
All this dread order break — ^for whom 1 for thee ? 
Vile worm ! — oh, madness ! pride ! impiety ! 

What if the foot, ordain'd the dust to tread, 
Or hand to toil, aspired to be the head? 



6 SONGS OF GOD AND NATURE. 

What if the head, the eye, or ear repined 
To serve mere engines to the ruling mind % 
Just as absurd for any part to claim 
To be another in this general frame ; 
Just as absurd to mourn the tasks or pains 
The great directing Mind of All ordains. 

All are but parts of one stupendous whole, 
Whose body Nature is, and God the soul ; 
That changed through all, and yet in all the same. 
Great in the earth as in the ethereal frame, 
Warms in the sun, refreshes in the breeze. 
Glows in the stars, and blossoms in the trees : 
Lives through all life, extends through all extent, 
Spreads undivided, operates unspent \ 
Breathes in our soul, informs our mortal part, 
As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart ; 
As full, as perfect, in vile man that mourns, 
As the rapt Seraph that adores and bums ; 
To him no high, no low, no great, no small : 
He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals alL 

Cease then, nor Order Imperfection name ; 
Our proper bliss depends on what we blame. 
Know thy own point : this kind, this due degree 
Of blindness, weakness, Heaven bestows on thee. 
Submit — ^in this or any other sphere. 
Secure to be as blessed as thou canst bear ; 
Safe in the hand of one disposing Power, 
Or in the natal, or the mortal hour. 
All nature is but art unknown to thee ; 
All chance direction, which thou canst not see ; 
All discord, harmony, not understood ; 
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All partial evil, universal good ; 

And spite of pride, in erring reason's spite, 

One truth is clear — Whatever isy is right 

A. Pope, i 688-1 744. 
— Essay on Man. 



NO GOD! 

** The fool h-ith said in his heart. There is no God.**— Psalm xiv. 

" No God ! no God I " The simplest flower 

That on the wild is found. 
Shrinks, as it drinks its cup of dew, 

And trembles at the sound. 
" No God ! " astonished Echo cries 

From out her cavern hoar ; 
And every wandering bird that flies 

Reproves the atheist lore. 

The solemn forest lifts its head 

The Almighty to proclaim ; 
The brooklet, on its crystal urn. 

Doth leap to grave His name ; 
High swells the deep and vengeful sea 

Along its billowy track, 
And red Vesuvius opes his mouth 

To hurl the falsehood back. 



SONGS OF GOD AND NATURE. 

The palm-tree, with its princely crest, 

The cocoa's leafy shade, 
The bread-fruit, bending to its load. 

In yon far island glade ; 
The winged seeds that, borne by winds, 

The roving sparrows feed, 
The melon on the desert sands. 

Confute the scomer's creed. 

*'No Godr With indignation high 

The fervent sun is stirf d, 
And the pale moon tmns paler still 

At such an impious word I 
And, from their burning thrones, the stars 

Look down with angry eye, 
That thus a worm of dust should mock 

Eternal Majesty. 

Mrs L. H. Sigourney. 
— American, 
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LOVE OF NATURK 

There is a gentler element, and man 
May breathe it with a calm unruffled soul. 
And drink its living waters till the heart 
Is pure. — And this is human happiness I 
Its secret and its evidence are writ 
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In the broad book of nature. 'Tis to have 

Attentive and believing faculties ; 

To go abroad rejoicing in the joy 

Of beautiful and well-created things ; 

To love the voice of waters, and the sheen 

Of silver fountains leaping to the sea ; 

To thrill with the rich melody of birds 

Living their life of music ; to be glad 

In the gay sunshine, reverent in the storm ; 

To see a beauty in the stirring leaf 

And find calm thoughts beneath the whispering tree ; 

To see, and hear, and breathe the evidence 

Of God's deep wisdom in the natural world ! 

N. P. Willis. 
— American. 



GOD'S GLORY IN THE HEAVENS. 

The spacious firmament on high, 

With all the blue ethereal sky. 

And spangled heavens, a shining fi^me, 

Their great Original proclaim. 

Th' unwear/d sun, firom day to day, 

Does his Creator's power display, 

And publishes to every land 

The work of an Almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail. 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale. 
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And, nightly to the listening earth, 

Repeats the story of her birth : 

While all the stars that round her bum, 

And all the planets in their turn. 

Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

What though in solemn silence all 
Move round the dark terrestrial ball % 
What though no real voice, nor sound, 
Amidst their radiant orbs be found % 
*In Reason's ear they all rejoice. 
And utter forth a glorious voice \ 
For ever singing, as they shine, 
" The hand that made us is divine." 

J. Addison, 167 2-1 7 19. 



COMFORTS OF RELIGION. 

When gloomy thoughts, and boding fears. 

The trembling heart invade. 
And all the face of nature wears 

A universal shade. 

Religion's dictates can assuage 

The tempest of the soul ; 
And every fear shall lose its rage 

At her divine control 
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Through life's bewildered darksome way 

Her hand unerring leads ; 
And o'er the path her heavenly ray 

A cheering lustre sheds. 

When feeble reason, tired and blind, 

Sinks helpless and afiaid. 
Thou blest supporter of the mmd. 

How powerful is thy aid 1 

Oh, let my heart confess thy power, 

And find thy sweet relief, 
To brighten every gloomy hour. 

And soften every grief I 

Anne Steele, 1760. 



NIGHT-BLOWING FLOWERS. 

Children of night ! unfolding meekly, slowly. 
To the sweet breathings of the shadowy hours. 
When dark-blue heavens look softest and most holy, 
And glow-worm light is in the forest bowers ; 

To solemn things and deep. 

To spirit-haunted sleep, . 

To thoughts, all-purified 

From earth, ye seem allied, 

O dedicated flowers ! 
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Ye, from the gaze of crowds your beauty veiling, 
Keep in dim vestal urns the sweetness shrined, 
Till the mild moon, on high serenely sailing. 
Looks on you tenderly, and sadly kind. 

— So doth love's dreaming heart 
Dwell from the throng apart. 
And but to shades disclose 
The utmost thought, which glows 
With its pure life entwined. 

Shut from the sounds wherein the day rejoices. 
To no triumphant song your petals thrill. 
But send forth odours, with the faint, soft voices 
Rising from hidden streams, when all is stilL 
— So doth lone prayer arise. 
Mingling with secret sighs. 
When grief unfolds, like you, 
Her breast, for heavenly dew 
In silent hours to fill. 

Mrs F. Hemans, 1793-1835. 
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SERVE GOD AT MORN. 

When day-light breaks, and sheds his rays abroad, 
Turn from the splendour of his sunny glow ; 

Let thy soul leave the earth and soar to God, 
As the sweet flower turns to the sun below, 
And drinks the blessed rays which from his bright- 
ness flow. 

Oh ! let not nature's praises soar on high, 
Ere thy lip opens with its morning prayer : 

Let not tiie lark's shrill music fill the sky. 
Ere thy heart lifts its aspirations there ; 
But let the dawn of mom thy orisons declare. 

Mom is the time to see thy prayers begun ; 

For moming hymn'd the young creation's birth ; 
And the grave open'd with the moming sun, 

When man's redemption was complete on earth ; 

And mom shall see our God in judgment coming 
forth. 

Serve God at mom, that solemn halloVd hour. 
When nature wakes as from the sleep of death. 

When the glad song from mountain, grove, and bower, 
Is heard through heaven, and on the earth beneath. 
Serve God, let Him receive thy morning's early 
breath. 

Happy the day, whose first beam bears thy song 
On his bright wing up to the gate of heaven. 
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Where thy faint praises mingle with that throng, 
Who rest not from their hallelujahs mom or even, 
To whom the glorious palm of victory is given. 

Happy the day, whose hours are thus begun ; 
A day from storms, and every tempest, free, 

Though clouds may rise, the splendour of the sun 
Will makQ the darkness and the shadows flee. 
As mist from mountain tops when they the morning 
see. 

Happy the day, — ^there 's promise in its close ; 
A brighter protnise than the morning gave ; 

For when its sunset o'er creation throws 
A lustre, and then sparkles on the wave, 
Its parting beam shall rest all glorious on thy grave. 

Anonymous. 



NATURE'S ANTHEM. 

Then raise the song, the gen'ral anthem raise, 
And swell the concert of eternal praise ! 
Assist, ye orbs that form this boundless whole, 
Which in the womb of space unnumbered roll ; 
Ye planets who compose our lesser scheme, 
And bend, concertive, round the solar frame ; 
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Thou eye of nature ! whose all-gladd'ning ray 
With endless charms adorns the face of day ; 
Consenting, raise th' harmonious, joyful sound 
And bear His praises through the vast profound ! 
His praise, ye winds that fan the cheerful air, 
Swift as they pass along your pinions bear ! 
His praise let ocean through her realms display, 
Far as her drcling billows can convey ! 
His praise, ye misty vapours, wide diflfuse 
In rains descending, or in milder dews ; 
His praises whisper, ye majestic trees. 
As your tops rustle to the gentle breeze ! 
His praise around, ye flowery tribes, exhale 
Far as your sweets embalm the fragrant gale : 
His praise, ye dimpled streams, to earth reveal, 
. As pleased ye miumur through the flowery vale. 
His praise, ye feathered choirs, distinguished sing. 
As to your notes the vocal forests ring I 
His praise proclaim, ye monsters of the deep 
Who in the vast abyss your revels keep ! 
Or ye, fair natives of our earthly scene. 
Who range the wilds, or haunt the pastures green ! 
Nor thou, vain lord of earth, with careless ear 
The universal hymn of worship hear 1 
But ardent in the sacred chorus join. 
Thy soul transported with the task divine ! 
While by His works the Almighty is confessed 
Supremely glorious, and supremely bless'd ! 

. S. BoYSE, 1 708-1 749. 
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FOREST HYMN. 

The groves were God's first temples. Ere man leam'd 

To hew the shaft, and lay the architrave, 

And spread the roof above them, — ere he framed 

The lofty vault, to gather and roll back 

The sound of anthems j in the darkling wood, 

Amidst the cool and silence, he knelt down. 

And offered to the Mightiest solemn thanks 

And supplication. For his simple heart 

Might not resist the sacred influences 

Which, from the stilly twilight of the place, 

And from the gray old trunks that high in heaven 

Mingled then: mossy boughs, and from the sound 

Of the invisible breath that swa/d at once 

All their green tops, stole over him, and boVd 

His spirit with the thought of boundless power 

And inaccessible majesty. Ah, why 

Should we, in the world's riper years, neglect 

God's ancient sanctuaries, and adore 

Only among the crowd, and under roofs 

That our frail hands have raised? Let me, at least 

Here, in the shadow of this aged wood, 

Offer one hymn — thrice happy, if it find 

Acceptance in His ear. 

Father ! Thy hand 
Hath rear'd these venerable columns ; Thou 
Didst weave this verdant root — ^Thou didst look down 
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Upon the naked earth, and forthwith rose 

All these fair ranks of trees. They in Thy sun 

Budded, and shook their green leaves in Thy breeze, 

And shot towards heaven. — The century-living crow, 

Whose birth was in their tops, grew old and died 

Among their branches, till at last they stood, 

As now they stand, massive, and tall, and dark, 

Fit shrine for humble worshipper to hold 

Communion with his Maker. — Here are seen 

No traces of man's pomp or pride ; no silks 

Rustle, nor jewels shine, nor envious eyes 

Encounter ; no fantastic carvings shew 

The boast of our vain race to change the form 

Of Thy fair works.— But Thou art there— Thou fill'st 

The solitude. — ^Thou art in the soft winds 

That run along the summit of these trees 

In music ; Thou art in the cooler breath 

That from the inmost darkness of the place 

Comes, scarcely felt ; the barky trunks, the ground, 

The fresh moist ground, are all instinct with Thee. — 

Here is continual worship. — Nature, here. 

In the tranquillity that Thou dost love. 

Enjoys Thy presence. Noiselessly around, 

From perch to perch, the solitary bird 

Passes j and yon clear spring, that 'midst its herbs 

Wells softly forth, and visits the strong roots 

Of half the mighty forest, tells no tale 

Of all the good it does. — Thou hast not left 

Thyself without a witness, in these shades. 

Of Thy perfections. — Grandeur, strength, and grace. 

Are here to speak of Thee. — ^This mighty oak — 
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By whose immovable stem I stand, and seem 

Almost annihilated — ^not a prince 

In all that proud old world beyond the deep, 

Ere wore his crown as loftily as he 

Wears the green coronal of leaves with which 

Thy hand has graced him. — ^Nestled at his root 

In beauty, such as blooms not in the glare 

Of the broad sun, that delicate forest-flower. 

With scented breath, and look so like a smile. 

Seems, as it issues from the shapeless mould, 

An emanation of the indwelling life, 

A visible token of the upholding love. 

That are the soul of this wide universe. 

My heart is awed within me, when I think 
Of the great miracle that still goes on 
In silence round me — the perpetual work 
Of Thy creation, finished, yet renewed 
For ever. — ^Written on Thy works I read 
The lesson of Thine own eternity. — 
Lo ! all grow old and die ; but see, again. 
How on the faltering footsteps of decay 
Youth presses — ever gay and beautiful youth. 
In all its beautiful forms. — ^These lofty trees 
Wave not less proudly that their ancestors 
Moulder beneath them. — Oh ! there is not lost 
One of earth's charms : upon her bosom yet. 
After the flight of untold centuries. 
The freshness of her far beginning lies. 
And yet shall lie. — Life mocks the idle hate 
Of his arch-enemy, Death — ^yea, seats himself 
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Upon the sepulchre, and blooms, and smiles, 
And of the triumphs of his ghastly foe 
Makes his own nourishment — For he came forth 
From thine own bosom, and shall have no end. 

There have been holy men who hid themselves 
Deep in the woody wilderness, and gave 
Their lives to thought and prayer, till they outlived 
The generation bom with them, nor seem'd 
Less aged than the hoary trees and rocks 
Around them; — and there, have been holy men 
Who deem'd it were not well to pass hfe thus. — 
But let me often to these soHtudes 
Retire, and in Thy presence reassure 
My feeble virtue. — Here its enemies. 
The passions, at Thy plainer footsteps shrink 
And tremble, and are still. — O God ! when Thou 
Dost scare the world with tempests, set on fire 
The heavens with falling thunderbolts, or fill 
With all the waters of the firmament 
The swift dark whirlwind that uproots the woods 
And drowns the villages ; when at Thy call 
Uprises the great deep, and throws himself 
Upon the continent, and overwhelms 
Its cities — ^who forgets not, at the sight 
Of these tremendous tokens of Thy power, 
His pride, and lays his strifes and foUies byl 
Oh ! firom these sterner aspects of Thy face 
Spare me and mine, nor let us need the wrath 
Of the mad unchain'd elements to teach 
Who rules them. — ^Be it ours to meditate 
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In these calm shades Thy milder majesty, 
And to the beautiful order of Thy works 
Learn to conform the order of our lives ! 

William Cullen Bryant. 
— American. 
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EARTH AND HEAVEN. 

Nay, *tis not what we fancied it, 

This fleeting world of ours j 
We thought its skies were ever blue. 

Its fields all sun and flowers. 

Its streams all summer-bright and glad. 

Its seas all smiles and calms. 
Its path from youth to age one long 

Green avenue of palms. 

But clouds came up with gloom and shade, 

Our sky was overcast. 
The hot mist threw its blight around. 

Sunshine and flowers went past 

Hopes perish'd, that had hung like wreaths, 
Around youth's buoyant brow, 

And joys, like withered autumn leaves, 
Dropp'd from the shaken bough. 
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Yet from these clouds comes forth the light, — 

Light beaming from on high ; 
And from these faded flowers spring up 

The flowers that cannot die. 

Far fairer is the land we seek, 

A land without a tomb, 
An everlasting resting-place, 

A sure and quiet home. 

Far simnier than the hills of time 

Are its eternal hills ; 
Far fresher than the rills of earth 

Are its eternal rills. 

No blight can fall upon its flowers. 

No darkness fill its air j 
It has a day for ever bright. 

For Christ its Sun is there. 

O Sun of love and peace arise ! 

Thy light upon us beam ; 
For all this life is but a sleep, 

And all this world a dream. 

HORATIUS BONAR, D.D. 
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RESIGNATION. 

O God, whose thunder shakes the sky, 
* Whose eye this atom globe surveys ; 
To Thee, my only Rock, I fly, 
Thy mercy in Thy justice praise. 

The mystic mazes of Thy will. 
The shadows of celestial Hght, 

Are past the power of human skill ; 
But what the Eternal acts is right. 

O teach me in the trying hour. 
When anguish swells the dewy tear. 

To still my sorrows, own Thy power. 
Thy goodness love, Thy justice fear. 

If in this bosom aught but Thee, 

Encroaching, sought a boundless sway, 

Omniscience could the danger see. 
And Mercy look the cause away. 

Then why, my soul, dost thou complain? 

Why drooping seek the dark recess 1 
Shake off the melancholy chain. 

For God created all to bless. 

But ah ! my breast is human still ; 
The rising sigh, the falling tear. 
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My languid vitals' feeble rill, 
The sickness of my soul declare. 

But yet, with fortitude resigned, 
I '11 thank the inflicter of the blow, 

Forbid the sigh, compose my mind. 
Nor let the gush of misery flow. 

The gloomy mantle of the night. 

Which on my sinking spirit steals. 
Will vanish at the morning light, 

Which God, my East, my Sun, reveals. 

Thomas Chatterton, 1752-1770. 



THE EVENING RAINBOW. 

Mild arch of promise, on the evening sky 
Thou shinest fair with many a lovely ray, 
Each in the other melting. Much mine eye 
Delights to linger pn thee ; for the day. 
Changeful and many-weather'd, seem'd to smile. 
Flashing brief splendour through the clouds a while, 
Which deepened dark anon and fell in rain \ 
But pleasant is it now to pause, and view 
Thy various tints of frail and watery hue, 
And think the storm shall not return again. — 
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Such is the smile that piety bestows 
On the good man's pale cheek, when he, in peace 
Departing gently from a world of woes. 
Anticipates the world where sorrows cease. 

Robert Southey, 1774-1843. 



HALLOWED BE THY NAME 

List to the dreamy tone that dwells 

In rippling wave or sighing tree j 
Go, hearken to the old church bells. 

The whistling bird, the humming bee ; 
Interpret right, and ye will find 

'Tis " power and glory " they proclaim : 
The chimes, the creatures, waters, wind. 

All pubUsh, " Hallowed be Thy name ! " 

The pilgrim journeys till he bleeds, 

To gain the altar of his sires ; 
The hermit pores above his beads. 

With zeal that never wanes nor tires ; 
But holiest rite or longest prayer 

That soul can yield or wisdom fi-ame. 
What better import can it bear. 

Than " Father 1 hallowed be Thy name 1 " 
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The savage kneeling to the sun, 

To give his thanks or ask a boon, — 
The raptures of the idiot one, 

Who laughs to see the clear round moon, — 
The saint well taught in Christian lore, — 

The Moslem prostrate at his flame, — 
All worship, wonder, and adore, — 

All end in " Hallowed be Thy name ! " 

Whatever may be man's faith or creed. 

Those precious words comprise it still ; 
We trace them on the bloomy mead, 

We hear them in the flowing rill. 
One chorus hails the Great Supreme, 

Each varied breathing tells the same. 
The strains may differ ; but the fAeme 

Is " Father ! hallowed be Thy name ! " 

Eliza Cook. 
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MORNING MEDITATIONS. 

O'er the broad earth yon torch of heavenly light 
Its splendour spreads, and God's proud works unveils ; 
My soul, enraptured at the marvellous sight. 
Unwonted peace and joy and wonder feels. 
And with uplifted thoughts of ecstasy 
Exclaims, " How great must their Creator be ! " 
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Oh, if a mortal's power could stretch so high — 
If mortal sight could reach that glorious sun, 
And look undazzled at its majesty, 
Twould seem a fiery ocean burning on 
From time's first birth, whose ever-flaming ray 
Could ne'er extinguished be by time's decay. . . 



But in Thy presence all is but a spark, 
A little spark : that wondrous orb was lighted 
By Thy own hand, the dreary and the dark 
Pathway of man to cheer, — of man benighted ; 
To guide the march of seasons in their way. 
And place us in a paradise of day. 

Dull Night her sceptre sways o'er plains and hills, 

O'er the dark forest and the foaming sea ; 

Thy wondrous energy all nature fills. 

And leads our thoughts, and leads our hopes to Thee. 

" How great is God ! " a million tongues repeat, 

And million tongues re-echo, " God how great ! '' 

But now again the day-star bursts the gloom, 
Scattering its sunshine o'er the opening sky; 
Thy eye, that pierces even through the tomb. 
Has chased the clouds, has bid the vapours fly ; 
And smiles of light, descending from above. 
Bathe all the universe with joy and love. 

Sir John Bowring. 
— Russian of Lomonossov. 
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THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 

Father of all ! in every age, 

In every clime adored, 
By saint, by savage, and by sage, 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lord 1 

Thou Great First Cause, least understood. 

Who all my sense confined. 
To know but this, that Thou art good, 

And that myself am blind ; 

Yet gave me, in this dark estate. 

To see the good from ill ; 
And binding Nature fast in Fate, 

Left fi"ee the human will 

What conscience dictates to be done. 

Or warns me not to do. 
This, teach me more than hell to shun. 

That, more than heaven pursue. 

What blessings Thy free bounty gives. 

Let me not cast away j 
For God is paid when man receives, — 

To enjoy is to obey. 

Yet not to Earth's contracted span 

Thy goodness let me bound. 
Or think Thee Lord alone of Man, 

When thousand worlds are round : 
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Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Presume Thy bolts to throw, 

And deal damnation round the land, 
On each I judge Thy foe. 

If I am right. Thy grace impart, 

Still in the right to stay ; 
If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 

To find that better way 1 

Save me alike fi*om foolish pride. 

Or impious discontent 
At aught Thy wisdom has denied, 

Or aught Thy goodness lent 

Teach me to feel another's woe, 

To hide the fault I see ; 
That mercy I to others shew, 

That mercy shew to me. 

Mean though I am, not wholly so, 
Since quicken'd by Thy breath ; 

Oh, lead me wheresoever I go, 
Through this da/s life or death ! 

This day, be bread and peace my lot : 

All else beneath the sun. 
Thou know*st if best bestowed or not, 

And let Thy will be done. 

To Thee whose Temple is all space, 
Whose altar, earth, sea, skies. 
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One chorus let all Being raise ! 
All Nature's incense rise I 

A. Pope, i 688-1 744. 



TO THE SUN. 

I MARVEL not, O sun ! that unto thee 

In adoration man should bow the knee. 

And pour his prayers in mingled awe and love ; 

For like a god thou art, and on thy way 

Of glor}' sheddest with benignant ray, 

Beauty, and life, and joyance from above. 

No longer let these mists thy radiance shroud, 

These cold raw mists that chill the comfortless day. 

But shed thy splendour through the opening cloud 

And cheer the earth once more. The languid flowers 

Lie scentless, beaten down with heavy rain ; 

Earth asks thy presence, saturate with showers ; 

O lord of light ! put forth thy beams again. 

For damp and cheerless are the gloomy hours. 

Robert Southey, 17 74-1 843. 
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WATCHING UNTO GOD IN THE NIGHT 
SEASON. 

Night ! how I love thy silent shades, 

My spuits they compose ; 
The bliss of heaven my soul pervades, 

In spite of all my woes. 

While sleep instils her poppy dews 

In every slumbering eye, 
I watch to meditate and muse, 

In blest tranquillity. 

And when I feel a God immense 

Familiarly impart, 
With every proof He can dispense, 

His favour to my heart ; 

My native meanness I lamen^ 

Though most divinely filled 
With all the ineflfable content 

That Deity can yield. 

His purpose and His course He keeps ; 

Treads all my reasonings down : 
Commands me out of nature's deeps. 

And hides me in His own. 

When in the dust, its proper place, 
Our pride of heart we lay j 
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Tis then a deluge of His grace 
Bears all our sins away. 

Thou whom I serve, and whose I am, 

Whose influence from on high 
Refines, and still refines my flame, 

And makes my fetters fly ; 

How wretched is the creature's state 
Who thwarts Thy gracious power ; 

Crush'd under sin's enormous weight. 
Increasing every hour ! 

The night, when pass'd entire with Thee, 

How luminous and clear ! 
Then sleep has no dehghts for me. 

Lest Thou shouldst disappear. 

My Saviour ! occupy me still 

In this secure recess ; 
Let reason slumber if she will. 

My joy shall not be less. 

Let reason slumber out the night ; 

But if Thou deign to make 
My soul the abode of truth and light. 
Ah, keep my heart awake ! 

W. CowPER, 1731-1800. 
"Madame Guion. 
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GOD'S WORSHIP IN NATURE. 

The turf shall be my fragrant shrine ; 
My temple, Lord ! that arch of Thine ; 
My censer's breath the mountain airs, 
And silent thoughts my only prayers. 

My choir shall be the moonlight waves, 
When murmuring homeward to their caves, 
Or when the stillness of the sea, 
Even more than music, breathes of Thee ! 

I '11 seek, by day, some glade unknown. 
All light and silence, Hke Thy throne ; 
And the pale stars shall be, at night. 
The only eyes that watch my rite. 

Thy heaven, on which 'tis bliss to look. 
Shall be my pure and shining book. 
Where I shall read in words of flame. 
The glories of Thy wondrous name. 

I '11 read Thy anger in the rack 

That clouds a while the day-beam's track ; 

Thy mercy in the azure hue 

Of sunny brightness breaking through. 

There 's nothing bright, above, below. 
From flowers that bloom to stars that glow. 
But in its light my soul can see 
Some feature of Thy deity. 
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There s nothing dark, below, above, 
But in its doom I trace Thy Love, 
And meekly wait that moment when 
Thy touch shall turn all bright again ! 

T. MoORE, 1779-1852. 
-Sacred Melodies, 



THE GOLDEN PALACE. 

Sung at midnight in the Greek Churches the last week before Easter. 

The golden palace of my God 
Tow'ring above the clouds I see : 
Beyond the cherubs' bright abode, 
Higher than angels' thoughts can be : 
How can I in those courts appear 
Without a wedding garment on ? 
Conduct me. Thou Life-giver, there. 
Conduct me to Thy glorious throne ! 
And clothe me with Thy robes of light, 
And lead me through sin's darksome night. 
My Saviour and my God ! 

Sir John Bowring. 
-From the Sclavonic. 
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HYMN OF PRAISE. 

When all Thy mercies, O my God ! 

My rising soul surveys, 
Transported with the view, I 'm lost 

In wonder, love, and praise. 

O how shall words, with equal warmth. 

The gratitude declare 
That glows within my ravished heart ! 

But Thou canst read it there. 

Thy providence my life sustained. 

And all my wants redrest. 
When in the silent womb I lay. 

And hung upon the breast. 

To all my weak complaints and cries 

Thy mercy lent an ear, 
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had leam'd 

To form themselves in prayer. 

Unnumbered comforts to my soul 

Thy tender care bestowed. 
Before my infant heart conceived 

From whom these comforts flowed. 

When in the slippery paths of youtli 
With heedless steps I ran ; 
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Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe, 
And led me up to man : 

Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths, 

It gently cleared my way ; 
And through the pleasing snares of vice. 

More to be fear'd than they. 

When worn with sickness, oft hast Thou 

With health renewed my face ; 
And, when in sins and sorrows sunk, 

Revived my soul with grace. 

Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliss 

Hath made my cup run o'er ; 
And, in a kind and faithful friend, 

Hath doubled all my store. 

Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 

My daily thanks employ ; 
Nor is the least a cheerful heart, 

That tastes these gifts with joy. 

Through every period of my life 

Thy goodness I 'U proclaim ; 
And after death, in distant worlds. 

Resume the glorious theme. 

When nature fails, and day and night 

Divide Thy works no more. 
My ever grateful heart, O Lord, 

Thy mercy shall adore. 
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Through all eternity to Thee 

A joyful song I '11 raise ; 
For, oh! eternity's too short 

To utter all Thy praise. 

Joseph Addison, 167 2-1 7 19. 



WILD FLOWERS. 

Beautiful children of the woods and fields! 
That bloom by mountain streamlets 'mid the 

heather, 
Or into clusters, 'neath the hazels, gather — 
Or where by hoary rocks you make your bields. 
And sweetly flourish on through summer weather,- 

I love ye all ! 

Beautiful flowers ! to me ye fresher seem 
From the Almighty Hand that fashion'd all, 
Than those who flourish by a garden wall ; 

And I can image you as in a dream, 

Fair, modest maidens, nursed in hamlets small, — 

I love ye all ! 

Beautiful gems ! that on the brow of earth 
Are fix'd, as in a queenly diadem ; 
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Though lovely ye, and most without a name, 
Young hearts rejoice to see your buds come forth, 
As light erewhile into the world came, — 
I love ye all ! 

Beautiful things ye are where'er ye grow ! 

The wild red rose — ^the speedwell's peeping eyes — 
Our own bluebell — the daisy, that doth rise 

Wherever sunbeams fall or winds do blow ; 

And thousands more, of blessed forms and ayes, — 
I love ye all ! 

Beautifiil niu*slings of the e.arly dew ! * 

Fann'd in your loveliness by every breeze, 
And shaded o'er by green and arching trees : 

I often wish that I were one of you, 
Dwelling afar upon the grassy leas, — 
I love ye all ! 

Beautiful watchers ! day and night ye wake ! 
The Evening Star grows dim and fades away, 
The Morning comes and goes, and then the Day, 

Within the arms of Night, its rest will take ; 
But ye are watchful wheresoe'er we stray, — 
I love ye all ! 

Beautiful objects of the wild-bee's love ! 
The wild-bird joys your opening bloom to see, 
And in your native woods and wilds to be. 

All hearts, to Nature true, ye strangely move j 
Ye are so passing fair — so passing free, — 
I love ye all ! 
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Beautiful children of the glen and dale — 
The dingle deep — the moorland stretching wide, 
And of the mossy fountain's sedgy side ! 
Ye o'er my heart have thrown a lovesome spell ; 
And though the WorldUng, scorning, may deride, 
I love ye all ! 
Robert Nicoll, 1814-1837. 
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HUMAN FRAILTY. 

Weak and irresolute is man ; 

The purpose of to-day. 
Woven with pains into his plan, 

To-morrow rends away. 

The bow well bent, and smart the spring. 

Vice seems already slain j 
But passion rudely snaps the string, 

And it revives again. 

Some foe to his upright intent 

Finds out his weaker part ; 
Virtue engages his assent, 

But pleasiure wins his heart 

T*is here the folly of the wise 
Through all his art we view ; 
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And, while his tongue the charge denies, 
His conscience owns it true. 

Bound on a voyage of awful length, 

And dangers Httle known, 
A stranger to superior strength, 

Man vainly trusts his own. 

But oars alone can ne'er prevail 

To reach the distant coast ; 
The breath of Heaven must swell the sail. 

Or all the toil is lost. 

William Cowper, i 731-1800. 
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SOLITUDE. 

Deep solitude I sought. There was a dell 
Where woven shades shut out the eye of day, 
While, towering near, the rugged mountains made 
Dark back-ground 'gainst the sky. 

Thither I went, 
And bade my spirit taste that lonely fount 
For which it long had thirsted 'mid the strife 
And fever of the world. I thought to be 
There without witness. But the violet's eye 
Look'd up to greet me, the fresh wild-rose smiled, 
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And the young pendent vine-flower kiss'd my cheek. 

There were glad voices too. The garrulous brook, 

Untiring, to the patient pebbles told 

Its history. Up came the singing breeze, 

And the broad leaves of the cool poplar spake 

Responsive, every one. E'en busy life 

Woke in that dell. The dexterous spider threw 

From spray to spray the silver-tissued snare. 

The thrifty ant, whose curving pincers pierced 

The rifled grain, toiFd toward her citadel. 

To her sweet hive went forth the loaded bee, 

While from her wind-rock'd nest, the mother-bird 

Sang to her nurslings. 

Yet I strangely thought 
To be alone and silent in Thy realm. 
Spirit of life and love ! It might not be ! — 
There is no solitude in Thy domains. 
Save what man makes, when in his selfish breast 
He locks his joy, and shuts out others' grief. 
Thou hast not left Thyself in this wide world 
Without a witness. E'en the desert place 
Speaketh Thy name. The simple flowers and streams 
Are social and benevolent ; and he 
Who holdeth converse in their language pure, 
Roaming among them at the cool of day, 
Shall find, like him who Eden's garden drest, 
His Maker there, to teach his listening heart 

Mrs Sigourney. 
— American, 
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GO FORTH INTO THE COUNTRY. 

Go forth into the country, 

From a world of care and guile ; 
Go forth to the untainted air 

And the sunshine's open smile. 
It shall clear thy clouded brow — 

It shall loose the worldly coil 
That binds thy heart too closely up, 

Thou man of care and toil ! 

Go forth into the country, 

Where gladsome sights and sounds 
Make the heart's pulses thrill and leap 

With fresher, quicker bounds. 
They shall wake fresh life within 

The mind's enchanted bower j 
Go, student of the midnight lamp, 

And try their magic power ! 

Go forth into the country. 

With its songs of happy birds. 
Its fertile vales, its grassy hills, 

Alive with flocks and herds. 
Against the power of sadness 

Is its magic all array'd — 
Go forth, and dream no idle dreams, 

Oh ! visionary maid ! 
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Go forth into the country, 

Where the nufs rich clusters grow, 
Where the strawberry nestles 'midst the furze 

And the holly-berries glow. 
Each season has its treasures, 

Like thee all free and wild — 
Who would keep thee from the country. 

Thou happy, artless child % 

Go forth into the country. 

It hath many a solemn grove, 
And many an altar on its hills. 

Sacred to peace and love. 
And whilst with grateful fervour 

Thine eyes its glories scan, 
Worship the God who made it all. 

Oh 1 holy Christian man ! 

Mary Anne Browne. 
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HYMN OF THE CITY. 

Not in the solitude 
Alone may man commune with Heaven, or see 

Only in savage wood 
And sunny vale the present Deity j 

Or only hear His voice 
Where the winds whisper, and the waves rejoice. 
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Even here do I behold 
Thy steps, Ahnighty ! — ^here, amidst the crowd 

Through the great cit/ rolPd, 
With everlasting murmur, deep and loud — 

Choking the ways that wind 
'Mongst the proud piles, the work of human kind. 

Thy golden sunshine comes 
From the round heaven, and on their dwellings lies, 

And lights their inner homes ; 
For them thou fiirst with air the unbounded skies, 

And givest them the stores 
Of ocean, and the harvests of its shores. 

Thy Spirit is around, 
Quickening the restless mass that sweeps along ; 

And this eternal sound — 
Voices and footfalls of the numberless throng — 

Like the resounding sea. 
Or like the rainy tempest, speaks of Thee. 

And when the hours of rest 
Come, like a calm upon the mid-sea brine, 

Hushing its billowy breast. 
The quiet of that moment too is thine ; 

It breathes of Him who keeps 
The vast and helpless City while it sleeps. 

William Cullen Bryant. 
-American* 
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PRAYER. 

Prayer is the soul's sincere desire, 

Uttei'd or unexpressed ; 
The motion of a hidden fire 

That trembles in the breast 

Prayer is the burden of a sigh, 

The faUing of a tear, 
The upward glancing of an eye, 

When none but God is near. 

Prayer is the simplest form of speech 

That infant lips can try ; 
Prayer, the sublimest strains that reach 

The Majesty on high. 

Prayer is the Christian's vital breath. 

The Christian's native air; 
His watchword at the gates of death ; 

He enters heaven by prayer. 

Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice. 

Returning from his ways. 
While angels in their songs rejoice. 

And cry, " Behold, he prays ! " 

The saints in prayer appear as one, 
In word, and deed, and mind. 

When with the Father and His Son, 
Their fellowship they find. 
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Nor prayer is made on earth alone ; 

The Holy Spuit pleads , 
And Jesus, on the eternal throne, 

For sinners intercedes. 

O Thou, by whom we come to God, 

The Life, the Truth, the Way ! 
The path of prayer Thyself hast trod , 

Lord ! teach us how to pray ! 

James Montgomery, 1771-1854. 



THE VOICE OF NATURE. 

There is an unknown language spoken 

By the loud winds that sweep the sky ; 
By the dark storm-clouds, thunder-broken, 

And waves on rocks that dash and die ; 
By the lone star, whose beams wax pale. 
The moonlight sleeping on the vale. 

The mariner's sweet distant hymn, 
The horizon that before us flies. 
The crystal firmament that lies 

In the smooth sea reflected dim. 

'Tis breathed by the cool streams at morning, 
The sunset on the mountain's shades, 
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The snow that daybreak is adorning, 
And eve that on the turret fades ; 
The city's sounds that rise and sink, 
The fair swan on the river's brink, 

The quivering cypress' murmur'd sighs. 
The ancient temple on the hill, 
The solemn silence, deep and still, 
Within the foresf s mysteries. 

Of Thee, O God ! this voice is telling. 

Thou who art truth, life, hope, and love ; 
On whom night calls from her dark dwelling, 

To whom bright morning looks above ; 
Of Thee — ^proclaim'd by every sound, 
Whom nature's all-mysterious round 

Declares, yet not defines Thy light ; 
Of Thee, — the abyss and soiurce, whence all 
Our souls proceed, in which they fall, 

Who hast but one name — Infinite. 



All men on earth may hear and treasure 

This voice, resounding from all time ; 
Each one, according to his measure. 

Interpreting its sense subHme. 
But ah ! the more our spirits weak 
Within its holy depths would seek. 

The more this vain world's pleasures cloy ; 
A weight too great for earthly mind, 
O'erwhelms its powers, imtil we find 

In solitude our only joy. 
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So when the feeble eyeball fixes 

Its sight upon the glorious sun, 
Whose gold-emblazon'd chariot mixes 

With rosy clouds that towards it run ; 
The dazzled gaze all poweriess sinks, 
Blind with the radiance which it drinks, 

And sees but gloomy specks float by ; 
And darkness indistinct o'ershade 
Wood, meadow, hill, and pleasant glade. 

And the clear bosom of the sky. 

D. M. M. 
— Lamartine. 



O THOU SWEET LARK! 

THOU sweet Lark, who in the heaven so high 
Twinkling thy wings dost sing so joyfully, 

1 watch thee soaring with a deep delight, 
And when at last I turn my aching eye 
That lays below thee in the Infinite, 
Still in my heart receive thy melody. — 

O thou sweet Lark, that I had wings like thee ! 
Not for the joy it were in yon blue light 
Upward to mount, and from my heavenly height 
Gaze on the creeping multitude below : 
But that I soon would wing my eager flight 
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To that loved home where Fancy even now 
Hath fled, and Hope looks onward through a tear, 
Counting the weary hours that hold her here. 

Robert Southey, 1774-1843. 



LIGHT SHINING OUT OF DARKNESS. 

God moves in a mysterious way, ' 

His wonders to perform ; 
He plants His footsteps in the sea, 

And rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never-faihng skill, 
He treasures up His bright designs, 

And works His sovereign will 

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take, 
The clouds ye so much dread 

Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense. 

But trust Him for His grace : 
Behind a frowning providence 

He hides a smiling face. 
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His purposes will ripen fast, 

Unfolding every hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter taste, 

But sweet will be the flower. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err, 

And scan His work in vain : 
God is His own interpreter, 

And He will make it plain. 

William Cowper, i 731- 1800. 
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TO THE DAISY. 

Bright flower, whose home is everywhere ! 

A pilgrim bold in Nature's care, 

And all the long year through, the heir 

Of joy or sorrow, 
Methinks that there abides in thee 
Some concord with humanity. 
Given to no other flower I see 

The forest thorough ! 

Is it that man is soon deprest t 
A thoughtless thing ! who, once unblest, 
Does little on his memory rest 
Or on his reason, 

D 
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And thou wouldst teach him how to find 
A shelter under every wind, 
A hope for times that are unkind 
And every season ? 

Thou wanderest the wide world about, 
UncheckM by pride or scrupulous doubt, 
With friends to greet thee, or without, 

Yet pleased and wilhng ; 
Meek, yielding to the occasion's call, 
And all things suffering firom all, 
Thy function apostolical 

In peace fulfilling. 

W. Wordsworth, 1770-1850. 
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THERE IS A POWER AND PRESENCE 
IN THE WOODS! 

Broods there some spirit here 1 
The summer leaves hang silent as a cloud. 
And o'er the pools, all still and darkly clear. 
The wild wood-hyacinth with awe seems bow'd ; 
And something of a tender cloistral gloom 

Deepens the violet's bloom. 



SONGS OF GOD AND NA TURK. 5 1 

The very light, that streams 
Through the dim dewy veil of foliage round, 
Comes, tremulous with emerald-tinted gleams, 
As if it knew the place were holy ground : 
And would not startle^ with too bright a burst, 

Flowers, all divinely nursed. 

Wakes there some spirit here % 
A swift wind, fraught with change, comes rushing by. 
And leaves and waters, in its wild career, 
Shed forth sweet voices — eacii a mystery ! 
Stirely some awful influence must pervade 
These depths of trembling shade 1 

Yes, lightly, sofUy move ! 
There is a Power, a Presence in the woods ; 
A viewless Being, that with life and love 
Informs the reverential solitudes : 
The rich air knows it, and the mossy sod — 

Thou, Thou art here, my God ! 

And if with awe we tread 
The minster-floor, beneath the storied pane. 
And 'midst the mouldering banners of the dead ; 
Shall the green voiceful wild seem less Thy fane. 
Where Thou alone hast built — ^where arch and roof 

Are of Thy living woof 1 

The silence and the sound 
In the lone places breathe alike of Thee ; 
The temple-twilight of the gloom profound, 
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The dew-cup of the frail anemone, 
The reed by every wandering whisper thrilled — 
All, all with Thee are filled ! 

Oh, purify mine eyes. 
More and yet more, by love and lowly thought, 
Thy presence, HoHest One ! to recognise 
In these majestic aisles which Thou hast wrought ! 
And, 'midst their sea-like murmurs, teach mine ear 

Ever Thy voice to hear ! 

And sanctify my heart 
To meet the awful sweetness of that tone, 
With no faint thrill or self-accusing start. 
But a deep joy the heavenly Guest to own ! 
Joy, such as dwelt in Eden's glorious bowers 

Ere sin had dimmed the flowers. 

Let me not know the change 
0*er nature thrown by Guilt ! — the boding sky. 
The hollow leaf-sounds ominous and strange. 
The weight wherewith the dark tree-shadows lie ! 
Father ! oh keep my footsteps pure and free. 

To walk the woods with Thee ! 

Anonymous. 
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GOD THE COMFORTER. 

Oh, Thou ! who dr/st the moumefs tear, 

How dark this world would be, 
If, when deceived and wounded here. 

We could not fly to Thee ! 
The friends, who in our sunshine live. 

When winter comes, are flown j 
And he who has but tears to give. 

Must weep those tears alone. 
But Thou wilt heal that broken heart. 

Which like the plants that throw 
Their fragrance from the wounded part. 

Breathes sweetness out of woe. 

When joy no longer soothes or cheers, 

And even the hope that threw 
A moment's sparkle o'er our tears. 

Is dimm'd and vanished too. 
Oh, who would bear life's stormy doom. 

Did not Thy Wing of Love 
Come, brightly wafting through the gloom 

Our Peace-branch from above ? 
Then sorrow, touched by Thee, grows bright 

With more than rapture's ray ; 
As darkness shews us worlds of light 

We never saw by day ! 

Thomas Moore, 1779-1852. 
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FOREST MUSINGS. 

The green leaves waving in the morning gale — 
The httle birds that 'mid their freshness sing — 

The wild-wood flowers so tender-eyed and pale — 
The wood-mouse sitting by the forest spring — 

The morning dew — the wild bees' woodland hum, 

All woo my feet to Nature's forest home. 

'Tis beautiful, from some tall craggy peak 
To watch the setting of the blessed sun — 

To mark his Hght grow weaker, and more weak, 
Till earth and sky be hid in twilight dun ; 

'Tis beautiful to watch the earliest ray. 

That sparkling comes across the ocean gray. 

But, oh ! more beautiful — ^more passing sweet 
It is, to wander in an hour like this — 

Where twisted branches overhead do meet, 
And gentle airs the bursting buds do kiss — 

Where forest paths, and glades, and thickets green, 

Make up, of flowers and leaves, a world serene. 

To the pure heart, 'tis happiness to mark 
The tree-tops waving in the warm sunshine. 

To hear thy song, thou cloud-embosom*d lark I 
Like that of some fair spirit all divine — 

To lie upon the forest's velvet grass. 

And watch the timid deer in distance pass. 
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Oh ! gloriously beautiful is earth ! — 

The desert wild, the mountain old and hoar, 

The craggy steep, upthrown at Nature's birth. 
The sweeping ocean-wave, the pebbled shore, 

Have much of beauty all ; but none to me 

Is like the spot where stands thb forest-tree. 

There I can muse, away from Hving men, 
Reclining peacefully on Nature's breast, 

The woodbird sending up its God-ward strain. 
Nursing the spirit into holy rest ! 

Alone with God, within His forest fane. 

The soul can feel, that all save Him is vain. 

Here it can learn — wiU learn — ^to love all things 
That He hath made — ^to pity and forgive 

All faults, all failings : here the heart's deep springs 
Are open'd up, and all on earth who live 

To me grow nearer, dearer than before — 

My brother loving, I my God adore. 

A deep mysterious s)rmpathy doth bind 
The human heart to nature's beauties all ; 

We know not, guess not, of its force or kind ; 
But that itiswt know. When ill doth fall 

Upon us — ^when our hearts are sear'd and riven — 

We '11 seek the forest land for peace and heaven. 

Robert Nicoll, 1814-1837. 
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THE PERFECT SACRIFICE. 

I PLACE an offering at Thy shrine, 
From taint and blemish clear, 

Simple and pure in its design, 
Of all that I hold dear. 

I yield Thee back Thy gifts again. 
Thy gifts which most I prize ; 

Desirous only to retain 
The notice of Thine eyes. 

But if, by Thine adored decree, 

That blessing be denied ; 
Resign'd and unreluctant, see 

My every wish subside. 

Thy will in all things I approve. 

Exalted or cast down ; 
Thy will in every state I love. 
And even in Thy frown. 

William Cowper, 1731-1800. 
-Madame Guion. 
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THE WORLD versus NATURE. 

The world is too much with us ; late and soon, 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers : 
Little we see in Nature that is ours ; 
We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon ! 
This sea that bares her bosom to the moon ; 
The winds that will be howling at all hours, 
And are up-gathefd now like sleeping flowers ; 
For this, for everything we are out of tune ; 
It moves us not. — Great God ! I 'd rather be 
A pagan suckled in a creed outworn ; 
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea. 
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn ; 
Have sight of Proteus coming from the sea ; 
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn. 

William Wordsworth, 1770-1850. 



ETERNAL PROVIDENCE. 

Life of the world ! Immortal Mind ! 
Father of all the human kind 1 
Whose boundless eye, that knows no rest. 
Intent on nature's ample breast, 
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Explores the space of earth and skies, 
And sees eternal incense rise! 
To Thee my humble voice I raise ; 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

Though Thou this transient being gave, 
That shortly sinks into the grave, 
Yet 'twas Thy goodness still to give 
A being that can think and live ; 
In all Thy works Thy wisdom see, 
And stretch its towering mind to Thee — 
To Thee my humble voice I raise ; 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

And still this poor contracted span. 
This life, that bears the name of man. 
From Thee derives its vital ray. 
Eternal Source of light and day ! 
Thy bounty still the sunshine pours, 
That gilds at mom and evening hours. 
To Thee my humble voice I raise ; 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

Through error's maze, through folly's night. 
The lamp of reason lends me light ; 
Where stem affliction waves her rod. 
My heart confides in Thee, my God ! 
When nature shrinks, oppressed with woes, 
E'en then she finds in Thee repose. 
To Thee my humble voice I raise j 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 
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Affliction flies, and hope returns ; 
Her laugh with brighter splendour bums ; 
Gay love, with all his smiling train, 
And peace, and joy, are here again. 
These, these, I know, 'twas Thine to give ; 
I trusted, and, behold, I live ! 
To Thee my humble voice I raise ; 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

Oh, may I still Thy favour prove 1 
Still grant me gratitude arfd love. 
Let truth and virtue guide my heart, 
Nor peace, nor joy, nor hope depart. 
But yet, whatever my life may be. 
My heart shall still repose on Thee ! 
To Thee my humble voice I raise \ 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

John Langhorne, 1735-17 79. 
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JOY IN NATURE. 

I wander'd lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o'er vales and hills. 
When all at once I saw a crowd — 

A host of golden daffodils ; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees. 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 
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Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way, 

They stretch'd in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay : 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

The waves beside them danced, but they 
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee ; 

A poet could not but be gay, 
In such a jocund company ; 

I gazed, and gazed, but little thought 

What wealth the show to me had brought : 

For oft when on my couch I lie, 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 

They flash upon that inward eye, 
Which is the bliss of solitude, 

And then my heart with pleasure fills. 

And dances with the daffodils. 

William Wordsworth, 1770-1850. 
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EARLY PIETY. 

By cool Siloam's shady rill 
How sweet the lily grows ! 

How sweet the breath beneath the hill 
Of Sharon's dewy rose ! 
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Lo ! such the child whose early feet 

The paths of peace have trod ; 
Whose secret heart, with influence sweet, 

Is upward drawn to God 1 

By cool Siloam's shady rill 

The lily must decay ; 
The rose that blooms beneath the hill 

Must shortly fade away. 

And soon, too soon, the wintry hour 

Of man's maturer age 
Will shake the soul with sorrow's power, 

And stormy passion's rage. 

O Thou, whose infant feet were found 

Within Thy Father's shrine ! 
Whose years, with changeless virtue crown'd. 

Were all alike Divine 1 

Dependent on Thy beauteous breath. 

We seek Thy grace alone, 
In childhood, manhood, age, and death. 

To keep us still Thine own 1 

Reginald Heber, 1783-1826. 



62 SONGS OF GOD AND NATURE, 



THE POWER OF SPRING. 

Still let my song a nobler note assume, 

And sing th* infiisive force of Spring on man : 

When heaven and earth, as if contending, vie 

To raise his being, and serene his soul, 

Can he forbear to join the general smile 

Of nature % Can fierce passions vex his breast, 

While every gale is peace, and every grove 

Is melody % Hence from the beauteous walks 

Of flowing Spring, ye sordid sons of earth, 

Hard, and unfeeling of another's woe. 

Or only lavish to yourselves ; away ! 

But come, ye gen'rous minds, in whose wide thought 

Of all His works, creative bounty bums 

With warmest beams, and on your open front 

And liberal eye, sits, from his dark retreat 

Inviting modest Want. Nor till invoked 

Can restless goodness wait ; your active search 

Leaves no cold wintry comer unexplored ; 

Like silent-working Heaven, surprising oft 

The lonely heart with unexpected good. 

For you the roving spirit of the wind 

Blows spring abroad ; for you the teeming clouds 

Descend in gladsome plenty o*er the world ; 

And the sun sheds his kindest rays for you. 

Ye flower of human race ! In these green da)rs 

Reviving Sickness lifts her languid head ; 

Life flows afresh ; and young-eyed Health exalts 
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The whole creation round. Contentment walks 
The sunny glade, and feels an inward bliss 
Spring o'er her heart, beyond the power of kings 
To purchase. Pure serenity apace 
Induces thought and contemplation still. 
By swift degrees the love of nature works, 
And warms the bosom ; till at last sublimed 
To rapture and enthusiastic heat, 
We feel the present Deity, and taste 
The joy of God to see a happy world. 

James Thomson, 1700-1748. 
— The Seasons, 



SECRET PRAYER. 

Sweet is the prayer, whose holy stream 

In earnest pleading flows ; 
Devotion dwells upon the theme, 

And warm and warmer glows. 

Faith grasps the blessing she desires ; 

Hope points the upward gaze ; 
And love, celestial love, inspires 

The eloquence of praise. 

But sweeter far that still small voice, 

Heard by no human ear ; 
When God has made the heart rejoice, 

And dried the bitter tear. 
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No accents flow, no words ascend ; 

All utterance faileth there ; 
But sainted spirits comprehend, 

And God accepts the prayer. 

Anonymous. 



LONDON IN AUTUMN MORN. 

Earth has not anything to shew more fair : 
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty : 
This city now doth like a garment wear 
The beauty of the morning ; silent, bare. 
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to the sky ; 
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 
Never did sun more beautifully steep 
In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill ; 
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep ! 
Dear God ! the very houses seem to sleep ; 
And all that mighty heart is lying stilL 

William Wordsworth, 1770-1850. 



SONGS OF GOD AND NAIURE. 65 



LET ALL HIS WORKS PRAISE HIM 1 

To God, ye choir above, begin 

A hymn so loud and strong, 
That all the universe may hear, 

And join the grateful song. 

Praise Him, thou sun. Who dwells unseen 

Amidst transcendent light. 
Where thy refulgent orb would seem 

A spot, as dark as night 

Thou silver moon, ye host of stars, 

The universal song 
Through the serene and silent night 

To listening worlds prolong. — 

Sing Him, ye distant worlds and suns, 
From whence no travelling ray 

Hath yet to us, through ages past, 
Had time to make its way. 

Assist, ye raging storms, and bear 

On rapid wings His praise, 
From north to south, from east to west, 

Through heaven, and earth, and seas. — 

£ 
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Exert your voice, ye furious fires 
That rend the watery cloud, 

And thunder to this nether world 
Your Maker's words aloud. 

Ye works of God, that dwell unknown 

Beneath the rolling main ; 
Ye birds, that sing among the groves, 

And sweep the azure plain ; 

Ye stately hills, that rear your heads, 
And, towering pierce the sky ; 

Ye clouds, that with an awful pace 
Majestic roll on high ; 

Ye insects small, to which one leaf 

Within its narrow sides 
A vast extended world displays. 

And spacious realms provides ; 

Ye race, still less than these, with which 

The stagnant water teems, 
To which one drop, however small, 

A boundless ocean seems ; 



Whatever ye are, where'er ye dwell. 
Ye creatures great or small. 

Adore the wisdom, praise the power. 
That made and governs all. 



^' 
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And if ye want or sense or sounds 

To swell the grateful noise, 
Prompt mankind with that sense, and they 

Shall find for you a voice. 

From all the boundless realms of space 

Let loud hosannas sound ; 
Loud send, ye wondrous works of God, 

The grateful concert round. 

Philip Skelton, 1784. 



THE STARRY HEAVENS. 

Ye quenchless stars ! so eloquently bright. 
Untroubled sentries of the shadowy night, 
While half the world is lapp'd in downy dreams. 
And round the lattice creep your midnight beams, 
How sweet to gaze upon your placid eyes. 
In lambent beauty looking from the skies ! 
And when, oblivious of the world, we stray 
At dead of night along some noiseless way. 
How the heart mingles with the moonht hour. 
As if the starry heavens suffused a power ! 
Full in her dreamy light, the moon presides. 
Shrined in a halo, mellowing as she rides ; 
And far around, the forest and the stream 
Bathe in the beauty of her emerald beam ; 
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The lull'd winds too, are sleeping in their caves, 

No stormy murmurs roll upon the waves ; 

Nature is hush'd, as if her works adored, 

Stiird by the presence of her living Lord ! 

And now, while through the ocean-mantling haze 

A dizzy chain of yellow lustre plays. 

And moonHght loveliness hath veil'd the land, 

Go, stranger, muse thou by the wave-worn strand : 

Centuries have glided o'er the balanced earth, 

Myriads have bless'd, and myriads cursed their birth, 

Still, yon sky-beacons keep a dimless glare. 

Unsullied as the God who throned them there ! 

Though swelling earthquakes heave the astounded 

world, 
And king and kingdom from their pride are hurled, 
Sublimely calm, they run their bright career, 
Unheedful of the storms and changes here. 
We want no hymn to hear, or pomp to see, 
For all around is deep Divinity ! 

Robert Montgomery, 1808-1855. 
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TO A CITY PIGEON. 

Stoop to my window, thou beautiful dove ! 
Thy daily visits have touch'd my love. 
I watch thy coming, and list the note 
That stirs so low in thy mellow throat, 

And my joy is high 
To catch the glance of thy gentle eye. 

Why dost thou sit on the heated eaves, 

And forsake the wood with its freshened leaves 1 

Why dost thou haunt the sultry street, 

When the paths of the forest are cool and sweet 1 

How canst thou bear 
This noise of people — ^this sultry air? 

Thou alone of the feathered race 

Dost look unscared on the human face ; 

Thou alone, with a wing to flee. 

Dost love with man in his haunts to be ; 

And the " gentle dove " 
Has become a name for trust and love. 

A holy gift is thine, sweet bird ! 
Thou 'rt named with childhood's earliest word ! 
Thou'rt link'd with all that is fresh and wild 
In the prison'd thoughts of the city child ; 

And thy glossy wings 
Are its brightest image of moving things. 
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It is no light chance. Thou art set apart, 
Wisely by Him who has tamed thy heart, 
To stir the love for the bright and fair 
That else were seal'd in this crowded air ; 

I sometimes dream 
Angelic rays from thy pinions stream. 

Come then, ever, when daylight leaves 
The page I read, to my humble eaves. 
And wash thy breast in the hollow spout, 
And murmur thy low sweet music out ! 

I hear and see 
Lessons of heaven, sweet bird, in thee ! 

N. P. Willis, 1807- 
— American, 



GOD THE CREATOR. 

O Thou eternal One ! whose presence bright 
All space doth occupy, all motion guide ; 
Unchanged through time's all-devastating flight ; 
Thou only God ! There is no God beside ! 
Being above all beings ! Three in One ! 
Whom none can comprehend, and none explore : 
Who fiirst existence with Thyself dlont : 
Embracing all, — supporting, — ruling o'er, — 
Being whom we call God — ^and know no more I 
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In its sublime research, philosophy 

May measure out the ocean-deep— may count 

The sands or the sun's rays — ^but, God ! for Thee 

There is no weight nor measure : — none can mount 

Up to Thy mysteries ; Reason's brightest spark, 

Though kindled by Thy light, in vain would try 

To trace Thy counsels, infinite and dark : 

And thought is lost ere thought can soar so high. 

Even like past moments in eternity. — 



Thou from primeval nothingness didst call 

First chaos, then existence ; — Lord, on Thee 

Eternity had its foundation : — all 

Spring forth from Thee : — of light, joy, harmony, 

Sole origin : — all life, all beauty Thine. 

Thy word created all, and doth create ; 

Thy splendour fills all space with rays divine. 

Thou art, and wert, and shall be ! Glorious ! Great ! 

Sight-giving, life-sustaining Potentate ! 



Thy chains the unmeasured universe surround : 

Upheld by Thee, by Thee inspired with breath 1 

Thou the beginning with the end hast bound, 

And beautifiilly mingled life and death ! 

As sparks mount upwards from the fiery blaze. 

So suns are bom, so worlds spring forth from Thee j 

And as the spangles in the sunny rays 

Shine round the silver snow, the pageantry 

Of heaven's bright army glitters in Thy praise. 
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A million torches lighted by Thy hand, 
Wander unwearied through the blue abjrss : 
They own Thy power, accomplish Thy command ; 
All glad with life, all eloquent with bliss. 
What shall we call them 1 Piles of crystal light — 
A glorious canopy of golden streams — 
Lamps of celestial ether burning bright — 
Suns lighting systems with their joyous beams? 
But Thou to these art as the noon to night — 



Yes ! as a drop of water in the sea, 

All this magnificence in Thee is lost : — 

What are ten thousand worlds compared to Thee ? 

And what am /then? Heaven's unnumbered host. 

Though multiplied by myriads, and array'd 

In all the glory of sublimest thought. 

Is but an atom in the balance weigh'd 

Against Thy greatness ; is a cipher brought 

Against infinity ! What am I then 1 Nought I 



Nought ! But the effluence of Thy light divine, 
Pervading worlds, hath reached my bosom too ; 
Yes 1 in my spirit doth Thy spirit shine 
As shines the sun-beam in a drop of dew. — 
Nought ! but I live, and on hope's pinions fly 
Eager towards Thy presence ; for in Thee 
I live, and breathe, and dwell ; aspiring high, 
Even to the throne of Thy divinity. — 
I am, O God ! and surely Thou must be ! 
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Thou art ! directing, guiding all, Thou art ! 
Direct my understanding then to Thee ; 
Control my spirit, guide my wandering heart: 
Though but an atom 'midst immensity, 
Still I am something, fashion'd by Thy hand ! 
I hold a middle rank 'twixt heaven and earth, 
On the last verge of mortal being stand, 
Close to the realms where angels have their birth, 
Just on the boundaries of the spirit-land ! 



The chain of being is complete in me ; 
In me is Matter's last gradation lost, 
And the next step is spirit — Deity ! 
I can command the lightning, and am dust ! 
A monarch, and a slave ; a worm, a god ! 
Whence came I here, and how ? so marvellously 
Constructed and conceived ] unknown ! this clod 
Lives surely through some higher energy : 
For from itself alone it could not be ! 



Creator, yes ! Thy wisdom and Thy word 
Created me/ Thou Source of life and good ! 
Thou Spirit of my spirit, and my Lord ! 
Thy light, Thy love, in their bright plenitude 
Fill'd me with an immortal soul, to spring 
Over the abyss of death, and bade it wear 
The garments of eternal day, and wing 
Its heavenly flight beyond this little sphere. 
Even to its source — to Thee — ^its Author there. 
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O thoughts ineffable ! O visions blest ! 
Though worthless our conceptions all of Thee, 
Yet shall thy shadow'd image fill our breast, 
And waft its homage to Thy Deity. 
God ! thus alone my lowly thoughts can soar ; 
Thus seek Thy presence — Being wise and good ! 
'Midst thy vast works admire, obey, adore ; 
And when the tongue is eloquent no more. 
The soul shall speak in tears of gratitude. 

Sir J. BowRiNG. 
— Russian of Dershavin. 



SHINE ON OUR SOULS I 

Shine on our souls, eternal God, 
With rays of beauty shine ! 

Oh let Thy favour crown our days, 
And all their round be Thine ! 

Did we not raise our hands to Thee, 
Our hands might toil in vain ; 

Small joy success itself could give, 
If thou Thy love restrain. 

With Thee let every week begin. 
With Thee each day be spent ; 

For Thee each fleeting hour improved. 
Since each by Thee is lent 
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Thus cheer us through this desert road, 

Till all our labours cease, 
And Heaven refresh our weary souls 

With everlasting peace I 

DrP. Doddridge, 1702-1751. 



« NIGHT UNTO NIGHT SHEWETH 
KNOWLEDGE." 

When I survey the bright 
Celestial sphere. 
So rich with jewels hung, that Night 
Doth like an Ethiop bride appear, 

My soul her wings doth spread, 
And heavenward flies. 
The Almighty's mysteries to read 
In the large volume of the skies ; 

For the bright firmament 
Shoots forth no flame 
So silent, but is eloquent 
In speaking the Creator's name. 

No unregarded star 
Contracts its light 
Into so small a character. 
Removed far from our human sight, 
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But if we steadfast look, 
We shall discern 
In it, as in some holy book, 
How man may heavenly knowledge learn. 

It tells the conqueror 

That far-stretch'd power, 
Which his proud dangers traffic for, 
Is but the triumph of an hour ; 

That from the farthest North, 
Some nation may. 
Yet undiscovered, issue forth. 
And o^er his new-got conquest sway, — 

Some nation, yet shut in 
With hills of ice. 
May be let out to scoiu-ge his sin 
Till they shall equal him in vice j 

And then they likewise shall 
Their ruin brave ; 
For as yourselves, your empires fall, 
And every kingdom hath a grave. 

Thus those celestial fires. 
Though seeming mute. 
The fallacy of our desires, 
And all the pride of life, confiite j 
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For they have watch'd since first 
The world had birth, 
And found sin in itself accurst, 
And nothing permanent on earth. 

William Habington, 1605-1654. 
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THE GLADNESS OF NATURE. 

Is this a time to be cloudy and sad, 
When our mother Nature laughs around ; 

When even the deep-blue heavens look glad. 

And gladness breathes from the blossoming ground ] 

There are notes of joy from the hang-bird and wren. 
And the gossip of swallows through all the sky ; 

The ground-squirrel gaily chirps by his den, 
And the wilding bee hums merrily by. 

The clouds are at play in the azure space. 

And their shadows at play on the bright green vale, 

And here they stretch to the frolic chase, 
And there they roll on the easy gale. 

There's a dance of leaves in that aspen bower. 
There 's a titter of winds in that beechen tree. 

There 's a smile on the fruit, and a smile on the flower, 
And a laugh from the brook that runs to the sea. 
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And look at the broad-faced sun how he smiles 

On the dewy earth that smiles in his ray ; 
On the leaping waters and gay young isles, 
Ay, look, and he '11 smile thy gloom away ! 

W. C Bryant, 1797 — 
— American. 



TRUE RELIGION. 

The true religion sprung from God above 
Is like her fountain — full of charity ; 
Embracing all things with a tender love, 
Full of good-will, and meek expectancy j 
Full of true justice, and sure verity, 
In heart and voice ; free, large, even infinite : 
Not wedged in straight particularity. 
But grasping all in her vast active sprite — 
Bright lamp of God, that men would joy in Thy pure 
light! 

Henry More, 1614-1687. 
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THE FULNESS OF THE YEAR. 

Fleetly hath pass'd the year. The seasons came 
Duly as they were wont — the gentle Spring, 
And the delicious Summer, and the cool, 
Rich Autumn, with the nodding of the grain, 
And Winter, like an old and hoary man. 
Frosty and stiff — and so were chronicled. 
We have read gladness in the new green leaf, 
And in the first-blown violets ; we have drunk 
Cool water from the rock, and in the shade 
Sunk to the noontide slumber ; we have pluck'd 
The mellow fruitage of the bending tree. 
And girded to our pleasant wanderings 
When the cool wind came freshly from the hills ; 
And when the tinting of the autumn leaves 
Had faded from its glory, we have sat 
By the good fires of Winter, and rejoiced 
Over the fulness of the gather'd sheaf. 
" God hath been very good ! " 'Tis He whose hand 
Moulded the sunny hills, and hoUow'd out 
The shelter of the valleys, and doth keep 
The fountains in their secret places cool ; 
And it is He who leadeth up the sun. 
And ordereth the starry influences. 
And tempereth the keenness of the frost j 
And therefore, in the plenty of the feast. 
And in the lifting of the cup, let Him 
Have praises for the well-completed year. 
'American. N. P. Wilus, 1807 — 
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LIFE AND HEAVEN. 

I TOLD thee, soul, that joy and woe 
Were but a gust, a passing dew, — 

I told thee so, — I told thee so, — 
And oh, my soul 1 the tale was true. 

This mortal life, — a fleeting thing, — 

When most we love, it swiftest flies : 

It passes like a shade and dies j 

And while it flaps its busy wing, 

It scatters every mist that lies 

Round human hopes ; — all air and dew, — 

I told thee so, — 1 told thee so, — 

And oh, my soul ! the tale was true. 

Like the dry leaf that autumn's breath 

Sweeps from the tree, — the mourning tree : 

So swiftly and so certainly 

Our days are blown about by death ; 

For life is built on vanity ; 

Renewing d^ys but death renew, — 

I told thee so, — I told thee so, — 

And oh, my soul ! the tale was true. 

Oh, let us seize on what is stable, 
And not on what is shifting ; all 
Rushes down life's vast waterfall, 
On to that sea interminable 
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Which has no shore. Earth's pleasures pall ; 
But heaven is safe and sacred too ; 
I told thee so, — ^I told thee so, — 
And oh, my soul ! the tale was true. 

Sir J. BowRiNG. 
— Spanish of Veiasco. 



A FIELD FLOWER. 

ON FINDING ONE IN FULL BLOOM ON CHRISTMAS-DAY, 
1803. 

There is a flower, a little flower, 
With silver crest and golden eye. 
That welcomes every changing hour, 
And weathers every sky. 

The prouder beauties of the field 
In gay but quick succession shine ; 
Race after race their honours yield, 
They flourish and decline. 

But this small flower, to Nature dear, 
While moons and stars their courses run. 
Wreathes the whole circle of the year. 
Companion of the Sun. 
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It smiles upon the lap of May, 
To sultry August spreads its charms, 
Lights pale October on his way, 
And twines December's arms. 



The purple heath and golden broom 
On moory mountains catch the gale. 
O'er lawns the hly sheds perfume, 
The violet in the gale. 

But this bold floweret climbs the hill. 
Hides in the forest, haunts the glen. 
Plays on the margin of the rill, 
Peeps round the fox's den. 

Within the garden's cultured round 
It shares the sweet carnation's bed, 
And blooms on consecrated ground 
In honour of the dead. 

The lambkin crops its crimson gem. 
The wild bee murmurs on its breast. 
The blue-fly bends its pensile stem. 
Light o'er the sky-lark's nest. 

'Tis Flora's page ; — in every place, 
In every season fresh and fair. 
It opens with perennial grace. 
And blossoms everywhere. 
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On waste and woodland, rock and plain, 
Its humble buds unheeded rise ; 
The. Rose has but a summer reign, 
The Daisy never dies. 

James Montgomery, 1771-1854. 
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GOD, THE GIVER OF ALL GOOD! 

Eternal God, of beings First, 
Of all created good the Spring, 

For Thee I long, for Thee I thirst. 
My Love, my Saviour, and my ELing ! 

Thine is a never-faihng store : 

If God be mine, I ask no more. 

The fairest world of light on high 
Reflection makes but faint of Thine ; 

The glorious tenants of the sky 

In God's own beams transported shine : 

But, shouldst Thou wrap Thy face in shade, 

Soon all their life and lustre fade. 

Thy presence makes celestial day. 
And fills each raptured soul with bliss ; 

Night would prevail, were God away. 
And spirits pine in Paradise ! 

In vain would all the angels try 

To fill Thy room, Thy lack supply. 
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And, sure from Heav'n we turn our eyes 
In vain, to seek for bliss below ; 

The tree of Life can't root nor rise, 
Nor in this blasted region grow ; 

The wealth of this poor barren clod 

Can ne'er make up the want of God. 

But, Lord ! in Thee the thirsty soul 
Will meet with full, with rich supplies ! 

Thy smiles will all her fears control. 
Thy beauties feast her ravish'd eyes : 

To failing flesh and fainting hearts 

Thy favour life and strength imparts ! 

Simon Browne, 1720. 
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THE SOUND OF THE SEA. 

Thou art sounding on, thou mighty sea I 

For ever and the same ; 
The ancient rocks yet ring to thee — 

Those thxmders naught can tame. 

Oh ! many a glorious voice is gone 
From the rich bowers of earth. 

And hush'd is many a lovely one 
Of moumfulness or mirth. 
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The Dorian flute that sigh'd of yore 

Along the wave, is still ; 
The harp of Judah peals no more 

On Zion's awful hilL 



And Memnon's l3n:e hath lost the chord 

That breathed the mystic tone ; 
And the songs at Rome's high triumphs pour'd 

Are with her eagles flown. 

And mute the Moorish horn that rang 

O'er stream and mountain free ; 
And the hymn the leagued Crusaders sang 

Hath died in Galilee. 

But thou art swelling on, thou deep I 

Through many an olden clime, 
Thy billowy anthem, ne'er to sleep 

Until the close of time. 

Thou liftest up thy solemn voice 

To every wind and sky, 
And all our earth's green shores rejoice 

In that one harmony. 

It fills the noontide's calm profound, 

The sunset's heaven of gold ; 
And the still midnight hears the sound. 

Even as first it roll'd 
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Let there be silence, deep and strange, 

Where sceptred cities rose ! 
TTiou speak'st of One who doth not change — 

So may our hearts repose. 

Mrs F. Hemans, 1793-1835. 



THE WATER-FOWL. 

"There is a path which no fowl knoweth." 

Whither, 'midst falling dew. 
While glow the heavens with the last steps of day. 
Far, through their rosy depths, dost thou pursue 

Thy solitary way ? 

Vainly the fowler's eye 
Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong. 
As, darkly painted on the crimson sky, 

Thy figure floats along. 

Seek'st thou the plashy brink 
Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide. 
Or where the rocking billows rise and sink 

On the chafed ocean-side 1 
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There is a Power, whose care 
Teaches thy way along that pathless coast, — 
The desert and illimitable air, — 

Lone wand'ring, but not lost 

All day thy wings have fann'd 
At that far height, the cold, thin atmosphere j 
Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land, 

Though the dark night is near. 

And soon that toil shall end ; 
Soon shalt thou find a summer home, and rest 
And scream among thy fellows ; reeds shall bend 

Soon o'er thy shelter'd nest. 

Thou'rt gone : the abyss of heaven 
Hath swallowed up thy form j yet on my heart 
Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given, 

And shall not soon depart. 

He who, from zone to zone, 
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight. 
In the long way that I must tread alone, 
Will lead my steps aright. 

W. C. Bryant, 1798— 
"American. 
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CONTRITION. 

O Thou, whose tender mercy hears 

Contrition's humble sigh, 
Whose hand indulgent wipes the tears 

From sorrow's weeping eye. 

See, low before Thy throne of grace, 

A wretched wanderer mourn ; 
Hast Thou not bid me seek Thy face % 

Hast Thou not said, " Return % " 

And shall my guilty fears prevail 

To drive me from Thy feet ? 
Oh I let not this dear refuge fail. 

This only safe retreat ! 

Absent from Thee, my Guide, my Light, 

Without one cheering ray. 
Through dangers, fears, and gloomy night, 

How desolate my way ! 

Oh, shine on this benighted heart, 

With beams of mercy shine ! 
And let Thy healing voice impart 

A taste of joys Divine ! 

Thy presence only can bestow 

Delights which never cloy ; 
Be this my solace here below, 

And my eternal joy ! 

Anne Steele, 1760. 



SONGS OF GOD AND NATURE. 89 



TO THE SUPREME BEING. 

The prayers I make will then be sweet indeed 
If Thou the Spirit give by which I pray : 
My unassisted heart is barren clay, 
Which of its native self can nothing feed : 
Of good and pious works Thou art the seed, 
Which quickens only where Thou say'st it may : 
Unless Thou shew to us Thine own true way 
No man can find it \ Father ! Thou must lead. 
Do Thou then breathe those thoughts into my mind 
By which such virtues may in me be bred. 
That in Thy holy footsteps I may tread ; 
The fetters of my tongue do Thou unbind. 
That I may have the power to sing of Thee, 
And sound Thy praises everlastingly, 

William Wordsworth, 1770-1850. 
-Italian of Michael Angela. 



THE STARS OF EARTH. 

Spake full well, in language quaint and olden, 
One who dwelleth by the castled Rhine, 

When he call'd the flowers, so blue and golden. 
Stars, that in earth's firmament do shine. 
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Stars they are, wherein we read our history, 

As astrologers and seers of eld j 
Yet not wrapt about with awful mystery. 

Like the burning stars which they beheld. 

Wondrous truths, and manifold as wondrous, 
God hath written in those stars above ; 

But not less in the bright flowerets under us 
Stands the revelation of His love. 

Bright and glorious is that revelation, 
Written all over this great world of ours , 

Making evident our own creation. 
In these stars of earth, — these golden flowers. 

And the Poet, faithful and far-seeing. 
Sees, alike in stars and flowers, a part 

Of the self-same universal being 
Which is throbbing in his brain and heart 

Gorgeous flowerets in the sunlight shining, 
Blossoms flaunting in the eye of day. 

Tremulous leaves, with soft and silver lining. 
Buds that open only to decay ; 

Brilliant hopes, all woven in golden tissues, 
Flaunting gaily in the golden light j 

Large desires, with most uncertain issues ; 
Tender wishes, blossoming at night 1 
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These in flowers and men are more than seeming ; 

Workings are they of the self-same powers, 
Which the Poet, in no idle dreaming, 

Seeth in himself and in the flowers. 

Everywhere about us are they glowing, 
Some hke stars, to tell us Spring is bom ; 

Others, their blue eyes with tears overflowing. 
Stand like Ruth amid the golden com. 

Not alone in Spring's armorial bearing, 
And in Summer's green emblazon'd field, 

But in arms of brave old Autumn's wearing. 
In the centre of his brazen shield j 

Not alone in meadows and green alleys. 
On the mountain-top, and by the brink 

Of sequestefd pools in woodland valleys, 
Where the slaves of Nature stoop to drink ; 

Not alone in her vast dome of glory, 
Not on graves of bird and beast alone, 

But in old cathedrals, high and hoary, 
On the tombs of heroes, carved in stone ; 

In the cottage of the radest peasant. 
In ancestral homes, whose cmmbling towers. 

Speaking of the Past unto the Present, 
Tell us of the ancient games of Flowers ; 
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In all places, then, and in all seasons, 

Flowers expand their light and soul-like wings, 

Teaching us, by most persuasive reasons. 
How akin they are to human things. 

And with child-like, credulous affection, 
We behold then: tender buds expand j 
Emblems of our own great resurrection, 
Emblems of the bright and better land. 

H. W. Longfellow. 
— American. 



HEART-FELT WORSHIP. 

Lord ! when we bend before Thy throne, 

And our confessions pour. 
Teach us to feel the sins we own, 

And shun what we deplore. 

Our contrite spirits, pitying, see, 

And penitence impart , 
And let a healing ray from Thee 

Beam hope upon the heart 

When our responsive tongues essay 

Their grateful songs to raise. 
Grant that our souls may join tlie lay. 

And rise to Thee in praise. 
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When we disclose our wants in prayer, 

May we our wills resign, 
And not a thought our bosoms share, 

Which is not wholly Thine. 

Let faith each meek petition fill. 

And waft it to the skies ; 

And teach our hearts 'tis Goodness still 

That grants it or denies. 

Carlisle. 
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HARMONY IN NATURE. 

Nor rural sights alone, but rural sounds, 
Exhilarate the spirit, and restore 
The tone of languid Nature. Mighty winds, 
That sweep the skirt of some far-spreading wood 
Of ancient growth, make music not unlike 
The dash of Ocean on his winding shore, 
And lull the spirit while they fill the mind j 
Unnumber'd branches waving in the blast. 
And all their leaves fast fluttering, all at once. 
Nor less composure waits upon the roar 
Of distant floods, or on the softer voice 
Of neighbouring fountain, or of rills that slip 
Through the deft rock, and, chiming as they fall 
Upon loose pebbles, lose themselves at length 
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In matted grass, that with a livelier green 

Betrays the secret of their silent course. 

Nature inanimate employs sweet sounds, 

But animated nature sweeter still, 

To soothe and satisfy the human ear. 

Ten thousand warblers cheer the day, and one 

The livelong night : nor these alone, whose notes 

Nice-fingefd Art must emidate in vain, 

But cawing rooks, and kites that swim sublime 

In still-repeated circles, screaming loud, 

The jay, the pie, and e'en the boding owl 

That hails the rising moon, have charms for me. 

Sounds inharmonious in themselves and harsh. 

Yet heard in scenes where peace for ever reigns, 

And only there, please highly for then: sake. 

William Cowper, i 731-1800. 
—The Task. 



THE LORD'S PRAYER. 

"After this manner, therefore, pray ye 1"— Matt. tL 

Father in heaven ! Thy sacred name 

In hallowed strains be sung ; 
Thy kingdom spread o'er all the earth ; 

Thy praise fill every tongue. 
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By happy spirits round Thy throne 

As Thy commands are done j 
So be Thy perfect will obeyed 

By all beneath the sun. 

Our numerous wants are known to Thee, 

Who canst alone supply ; 
Oh grant each day our daily bread, 

Nor other goods deny ! 

Forgive our sins, as we forgive 

The wrongs that others do ; 
Nor let temptations press around. 

Lest we those sins renew. 

Thou art our safety and defence 

When dangers threatening stand j 
Oh turn aside impending ills 

With Thy Almighty hand ! 

Thy sceptre all creation sways ; 

Thy power knows no control ; 

Thy matchless glory shall endure 

While endless ages rolL 

Hancox. 
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THE SKIE& 

Ay ! gloriously thou standest there, 
Beautiful, boundless firmament ! 

That, swelling wide o'er earth and air, 
And round the horizon bent, 

With thy bright vault and sapphire wall 

Dost overhang and circle alL 

Far, far below thee, tall old trees 
Arise, and piles built up of old. 

And hills, whose ancient summits freeze 
In the fierce light and cold. 

The eagle soars his utmost height, 

Yet far thou stretchest o'er his flight 

Thou hast thy firowns — ^with thee on high 
The storm has made his airy seat. 

Beyond that soft blue curtain he 
His stores of hail and sleet ; 

Thence the consuming Ughtnings break, 

There the strong hurricanes awake. 

Yet art thou prodigal of smiles — 

Smiles sweeter than thy firowns are stem ; 

Earth sends fi'om all her thousand isles 
A shout at thy return ; 

The glory that comes down from thee 

Bathes in deep joy the land and sea. 
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The sun, the gorgeous sun, is thine, 

The pomp that brings and shuts the day, 

The clouds that round him change and shine. 
The airs that fan his way ; 

Thence look the thoughtful stars, and there 

The meek moon walks the silent air. 

The sunny Italy may boast 

The beauteous tints that flush her skies ; 
And lovely, round the Grecian coast, 

May thy blue pillars rise : 
I only know how fair they stand 
Around my own beloved land. 

And they are fair — a charm is theirs, 

That earth, the proud green earth, has not, 

With all the forms, and hues, and airs, 
That haunt her sweetest spot 

We gaze upon thy calm, pure sphere, 

And read of Heaven's eternal year. 

Oh when, amid the throng of men, 

The heart grows sick of hollow mirth, 
How willingly we turn us then 

Away frotn this cold earth. 
And look into thy azure breast 
For seats of innocence and rest ! 

W. C. Bryant, 1798. 
-American. 
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O GOD, OUR FATHER, HEAR! 

When dawn awakes our hearts 

To breathe the morning prayer ; 
When toil-worn day departs, 

And gives a pause to care ; 
When those our souls love best 

Kneel with us, in Thy fear. 
To ask Thy peace and rest — 

O God, our Father, hear ! 

When worldly snares without, 

And evil thoughts within. 
Stir up some impious doubt. 

Or lure us back to sin j 
When human strength proves frail. 

And will but half sincere \ 
When faith begins to fail — 

O God, our Father, hear ! 

When in our cup of mirth 

The drop of trembhng falls. 
And the frail props of earth 

Are crumbUng round our walls j 
When back we gaze with grief, 

And forward glance with fear ; 
When faileth man's reUef — 

O God, our Father, hear ! 
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When on the verge we stand 

Of the eternal dime, 
And death, with solemn hand, 

Draws back the veil of Time j 
When flesh and spirit quake 

Before Thee to appear — 
For the Redeemer's sake, 

O God, our Father, hear ! 

Thomas Pringle, 1789-1834. 
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THE NIGHTINGALE. 

But hark ! I hear her liquid tone. 

Now, Hesper, guide my feet 
Down the red marl with moss overgrown. 
Through yon wild thicket next the plain, 
Whose hawthorns choke the winding lane 

Which leads to her retreat 

See the green space : on either hand 

Enlarged, it spreads around : 
See, in the midst she takes her stand, 
Where one old oak his awful shade 
Extends o'er half the level mead 
Enclosed in woods profound. 
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Hark ! how through many a melting note 

She now prolongs her lays : 
How sweetly down the void they float ! 
The breeze their magic path attends ; 
The stars shine out ; the forest bends ; 

The wakeful heifers gaze. 

Whoe'er thou art whom chance may bring 

To this sequestefd spot, 
If then the plaintive siren sing, 
Oh softly tread beneath her bower, 
And think of Heaven's disposing power. 

Of man's uncertain lot 

Oh think, o'er all this mortal stage. 
What mournful scenes arise ; > 

What ruin waits on kingly rage j 

How often virtue dwells with woe ; 

How many griefs from knowledge flow ; 
How swiftly pleasure flies. 

O sacred bird, let me at eve, 

. Thus wandering all alone. 
Thy tender counsel oft receive, 
Bear witness to thy pensive airs, 
And pity nature's common cares 
Till I forget my own. 

Mark Akenside, 1721-1770. 
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EVENING PRAYER. 

Hark ! 'tis the breeze of twilight calling 

Earth's weary children to repose ; 
While, round the couch of Nature falling, 

Gently, the night's soft curtains close. 
Soon o'er a world in sleep reclining. 

Numberless stars, through yonder dark, 
Shall look, like eyes of cherubs shining 

From out the veils that hid the Ark. 

Guard us, O Thou who never sleepest, 

Thou who, in silence throned above, 
Throughout all time, unwearied, keepest 

Thy watch of glory, power, and love. 
Grant that, beneath Thine eye, securely 

Our souls, a while from life withdrawn, 
May in their darkness, stilly, purely. 

Like " sealed fountains," rest till dawn. 

Thomas Moore, 1779-185 2. 
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SPIRIT OF SPRING. 

Spirit of Spring ! when the cheek is pale, 

There is health in thy balmy air, 
And peace in that brow of beaming bright, 
And joy in that eye of sminy light, 

And golden hope in that flowing hair : 
Oh that such influence e'er should fail 

For a moment, Spirit of Spring 1 
Spirit of health, peace, joy, and hope. Spirit of Spring! 

Yet fail it must — for it comes of earth. 
And it may not shame its place of birth. 
Where the best can bloom but a single day, 
And the fairest is first to fade away. 
But oh ! there 's a changeless world above, 
A world of peace, and joy, and love. 

Where, gathered from the tomb. 
The holy hopes that earth has crossed, 
And the pious friends we loved and lost, 

Immortally shall bloom. 

Who will not watch, and strive, and pray. 
That his longing soul may soar away 

On Faith's untiring wing. 
To join the throng of the saints in light. 
In that world, for ever fair and bright. 

Of endless, cloudless Spring. 

George Washington Doane. 
— American. 
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TO THE RED-BREAST. 

Sing on, sweet bird ! the dull decaying year 

Much needs thy music, for the sons of spring 

Sit in the silent shade with flagging wing. 
And still Creation waits with anxious ear 
Thy ever-pleasing song. — Thou seem'st to me 

The cherub Consolation at the bed 

Of withering Age, when summer friends are fled, 
Cheering his hours with heavenly minstrelsy. 
Like the declining year, I too have known 

The sweet spring-time in cloudless beauty fair, 
And winter's storms may find me left alone, 

Unscreened and naked as the leafless tree : 
Thrice happy then ! would Heaven in mercy spare 

One friend as constant and as true as thee. 

J. B.A. 
— Poetical Register^ Dec, 1807. 



GOD VISIBLE IN HIS WORKS. 

The stately heavens, which glory doth array. 

Are mirrors of God*s admirable might ; 

There, whence forth spreads the night forth springs 

the day ! 
He fix'd the fountains of this temporal light, 
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Where stately stars instaU'd, some stand, some stray, 
All sparks of His great power, (though small, yet 

bright,) 
By what none utter can, no, not conceive. 
All of His greatness, shadows may perceive. 

What glorious lights through crystal lanterns glance, 
(As always burning with their Maker's love ;) 
Spheres keep one music, they one measure dance, 
Like influence below, like course above ; 
And all by order led, not drawn by chance. 
With majesty, as still in triumph move. 
And, liberal of their store, seem shouting thus, 
" Look up all souls, and gaze on God through us." 

God visibly invisible who reigns, 

Soul of all souls, whose light each light directs, 

All first did freely make, and still maintains. 

The greatest rules, the meanest not neglects ; 

Foreknows the end of all that He ordains, 

His will each course, each course breeds fit effects ; 

Who did make all, all thus could only lead, 

None could make all, but who was never made. 

Earl of Stirling, 1580-1640. 
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EVENING HYMN. 

On the dewy breath of even 
Thousand odours mingling rise, 

Borne like incense up to heaven, — 
Nature's evening sacrifice. 

With her balmy offerings blending, 

Let our glad thanksgivings be 
To Thy throne, O Lord, ascending, — 

Incense of our hearts to thee. 

Thou, whose favours without number 
All our days with gladness bless ; 

Let Thine eye, that knows not slumber. 
Guard our hours of helplessness. 

Then, though conscious we are sleeping 

In the outer courts of death. 
Safe beneath a Father's keeping. 

Calm we rest in placid faith. 

Eliott. 
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LESSONS FROM NATURE. 

What is that, mother? 

The lark, my child ; 
The mom has but just look'd out and smiled, 
When he starts from his humble, grassy nest, 
And is up and away with the dew on his breast, 
And a hymn in his heart, to yon pure bright sphere, 
To warble it out in his Maker's ear. 
Ever, my child, be thy mom's first lays 
Tuned, like the lark's, to thy Maker's praise. 

What is that, mother? 

The dove, my son ; 
And that low, sweet voice, like a widow's moan, 
Is flowing out from her gentle breast. 
Constant and pure by that lonely nest. 
As the wave is pour'd from some crystal um. 
For her distant dear one's quick retum — 
Ever, my son, be thou like the dove, — 
In fiiendship as faithfiil, as constant in love. 

What is that, mother? 

The swan, my love ; 
He is floating down from his native grove. 
No loved one now, no nestling nigh ; 
He is floating down by himself to die. 
Death darkens his eye, and unplumes his wings. 
Yet the sweetest song is the last he sings. — 
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Live so, my love, that when death shall come, 
Swan-like and sweet, it may waft thee home. 

What is that, mother] — 

The eagle, boy !— » 
Proudly careering his course of joy. 
Firm, on his own mountain vigour relying. 
Breasting the dark storms, the red bolt defying ; 
His wing on the wind, and his eye on the sun, 
He swerves not a hair, but bears onward, right on. 
Boy, may the eagle's flight ever be thine. 
Onward, and upward, and true to the line. 

G. W. DoANE, 1799. 
— American. 



CHRISTIAN FAITH. 

Grace does not steel the faithful heart, 

That it should know no ill ; 
We learn to kiss the chast'ning rod, 

And feel its sharpness stilL 
But how unlike the Christian's tears. 

To those the world must shed I 
His sighs are tranquil and resigned 

As the heart from which they sped. 
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The saint may be compell'd to meet 

Misfortune's saddest blow ; 
His bosom is alive to feel 

The keenest pang of woe. 
But, ever as the wound is given, 

There is a hand unseen, 
Hasting to wipe away the scar, 

And hide where it has been. 

The Christian would not have his lot 

Be other than it is : 
For while the Father rules the world, 

He knows that world is his. 
He knows that He who gave the best, 

Will give him all beside ; 
Assured each seeming good he asks 

Is evil, if denied. 

When clouds of sorrow gather round, 

His bosom owns no fear ; 
He knows, whatever his portion be, 

His God will still be there. 
And when the threatened storm has burst, 

Whatever the trial may be. 
Something yet whispers him within, 

" Be stiU, for it is He 1" 

Poor nature, ever weak, will shrink 

From the afflictive stroke ; 
But faith disclaims the hasty plaint 

Impatient nature spoke. 
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His grateful bosom quickly learns 

Its sorrow to disown ; 
Yields to His pleasure, and forgets 

The choice was not his own. 

Caroline Fry. 



HEAVENWARD I 

One hymn more, O my lyre I 
Praise to the God above, 
Of joy and light and love, 
Sweeping its strings of fire ! 

Oh ! who the speed of bird and wind 
And simbeam's glance will lend to me, 
That, soaring upward, I may find 
My resting-place and home in Thee ? 
Thou, whom my soul, 'midst doubt and gloom, 
Adoreth with a fervent flame — 
Mysterious Spirit ! unto whom 
Pertain nor sign nor name I 

Swiftly my lyre's soft murmurs go, 
Up from the cold and joyless earth. 
Back to the God who bade them flow, 
Whose moving Spirit sent them forth. 
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But as for me, O God ! for me, 
The lowly creature of Thy will. 
Lingering and sad, I sigh to Thee, 
An earth-bound pilgrim still I 

Was not my spirit bom to shine 
Where yonder stars and suns are glowing 1 
To breathe with them the light divine, 
From God's own holy altar flowing 1 
To be, indeed, whatever the soul 
In dreams hath thirsted for so long^— 
A portion of Heaven's glorious whole 
Of loveliness and songi 

Oh ! watchers of the stars at night, 
Who breathe their fire, as we the air — 
Suns, thunders, stars, and rays of light. 
Oh ! say, is He, the Eternal, there 1 
Bend there around His awful throne 
The seraph's glance, the angel's knee ? 
Or are thy inmost depths his own, 
O wild and mighty sea 1 

Thoughts of my soul, how swift ye go ! 
Swift as the eagle's glance of fire. 
Or arrows from the archers bow. 
To the far aim of your desire ! 
Thought after thought, ye thronging rise 
Like spring-doves from the startled wood, 
Bearing like them your sacrifice 
Of music unto God ! 
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And shall these thoughts of joy and love 
Come back again no more to me 1 — 
Returning like the patriarch's dove 
Wing-weary from the eternal sea, 
To bear within my longing arms 
The promise-bough of kindher skies, 
Pluck'd from the green, immortal palms 
Which shadow Paradise ? 

All-moving Spirit ! — freely forth 
At Thy command the strong wind goes ; 
Its errand to the passive earth, 
Nor art can stay, nor strength oppose, 
Until it folds its weary wing. 
Once more within the hand divine ; 
Lo, weary from its wandering. 
My spirit turns to Thine ! 

Child of the sea, the mountain stream. 
From its dark caverns, hurries on. 
Ceaseless, by night and morning's beam, 
By evening's star and noontide's sun, 
Until at last it sinks to rest, 
O'erwearied, in the waiting sea. 
And moans upon its mother's breast — 
So turns my soul to Thee ! 

P Thou who bid'st the torrent flow. 
Who lendest wings unto the wind — 
Mover of all things ! where art Thou? 
Oh, whither shall I go to find 
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The secret of Thy resting-place 1 
Is there no holy wing for me, 
That, soaring, I may search the space 
Of highest heaven for Thee % 

Oh, would I were as free to rise 
As leaves on Autumn's whirlwind borne — 
The arrowy light of sunset skies, 
Or sound, or ray, or star of mom, 
Which melts in heaven at twilight's close, 
Or aught which soars unchecked and free 
Through Earth and Heaven; that I might lose 
Myself in finding Thee I 

J. G. W. 
— Lamartine. 



THY WILL BE DONE! 

When I survey life's varied scene, 

Amid the darkest hours. 
Sweet rays of comfort shine between, 

And thorns are mix'd with flowers. 

Lord, teach me to adore Thy hand. 
From whence my comforts flow, 

And let me in this desert land 
A glimpse of Canaan know. 
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* 
And O J whatever of earthly bliss 

Thy sovereign hand denies, 
Accepted at Thy throne of giace 
Let this petition rise :-r 

Give me a calm, a thankful heart, 

From every murmur free ; 
The blessing of Thy grace impart, 

And let me live in Thee. 

Let the sweet hope, that Thou art mine. 

My path of Hfe attend, 
Thy presence through my journey shine. 

And bless its happy end ! 

Anne Steele, 1760. 



NATURE AND MAN. 

(written in early spring.) 

I HEARD a thousand blended notes, 
While in a grove I sat reclined. 
In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts 
Bring sad thoughts to the mind. 

To her fair works did Nature link 
The human soul that through me ran ; 
And much it grieved my heart to think 
What man has made of man. 

H 
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Through primrose tufts, in that sweet bower, 
The periwinkle trail'd its wreaths ; 
And 'tis my faith that every flower 
Enjoys the air it breathes. 

The birds around me hopp'd and play'd ; 
Their thoughts I cannot measure : — 
But the least motion which they made, 
It seem'd a thrill of pleasure. 

The budding twigs spread out their fan. 
To catch the breezy air ; 
And I must think, do all I can. 
That there was pleasure there. 

If I these thoughts may not prevent. 
If such be of my creed the plan, 
Have I not reason to lament 
What man has made of man 1 

William Wordsworth, 17 70-1 850. 



DELIGHT IN GOD ONLY. 

I LOVE (and have some cause to love) the Earth ; 
She is my Maker's creature ; therefore good : 
She is my mother, for she gave me birth ; 
She is my tender nurse — she gives me food i 
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But what's a creature, Lord, compared with Theel 
Or what 's my mother, or my nurse to me % 

I love the Air : her dainty sweets refresh 
My drooping soul, and to new sweets invite me ; 
Her shrill-mouth'd choir sustains me with their flesh. 
And with their Polyphonian notes delight me : 
But what 's the air or all the sweets that she 
Can bless my soul withal, compared to Thee % 

I love the Sea : she is my fellow-creature, 
My careful purveyor ; she provides me store : 
She walls me round j she makes my diet greater j 
She wafts my treasure from a foreign shore : 

But, Lord of oceans, when compared with Thee, 
What is the ocean, or her wealth to me 1 

To heaven's high city I direct my journey, 
Whose spangled suburbs entertain mine eye ; 
Mine eye, by contemplation's great attorney, 
Transcends the crystal pavement of the sky : 

But what is heaven, great God, compared to Thee? 

Without Thy presence heaven's no heaven to me. 

Without Thy presence earth gives no refection ; 

Without Thy presence sea affords no treasure ; 

Without Thy presence air's a rank infection ; 

Without Thy presence heaven itself no pleasure : 
If not possessed, if not enjoy'd in Thee, 
What 's earth, or sea, or air, or heaven to me I 
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The highest honours that the world can boast, 

Are subjects far too low for my desire ; 

The brightest beams of glory are (at most) 

But dying sparkles of Thy living fire : 
The loudest flames that earth can kindle, be 
But nightly glow-worms, if compared to Thee. 

Without Thy presence wealth is bags of cares ; 

Wisdom but folly ; joy disquiet — sadness : 

Friendship is treason, and delights are snares ; 

Pleasures but pain, and mirth but pleasing madness ; 
Without Thee, Lord, things be not what they be, 
Nor have they being, when compared with Thee. 

In having all things, and not Thee, what have 1 1 

Not having Thee, what have my labours got ? 

Let me enjoy but Thee, what further crave I ? 

And having Thee alone, what have I not 1 
I wish nor sea nor land ; nor would I be 
Possessed of heaven, heaven unpossessed of Thee. 
Francis Quarles, 15 92-1 644. 
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THE PLEASANT EVENING. 

(serenity of mind induced by serenity in nature.) 

Delightful looks this clear, calm sky, 
With Cynthia's silver orb on high ! 
Delightful looks this smooth green ground. 
With shadows cast from cots around j 
Quick-twinkling lustre decks the tide j 
And cheerful radiance gently falls 
On that white town, and castle walls. 
That crown the spacious river's further side. 

And now along the echoing hills 
The night birds' strain melodious trills ; 
And now the echoing dale along 
Soft flows the shepherd's tuneful song ; 
And now, wide o'er the water borne, 
The city's mingled murmur swells. 
And lively change of distant bells, 
And varied warbling of the deep-toned hora 

Their influence calms the soften'd soul, 
The passions feel their strong control ; 
While fancy's eye, where'er it strays, 
A scene of happiness surveys ; 
Through all the various walks of life 
No natural ill nor moral sees, 
No famine fell, nor dire disease. 
Nor war's infernal, unrelenting strife. 
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For these, behold a heavenly band 
Their white wings waving o'er the land ! 
Sweet innocence, a cherub fair, 
And peace and joy, a sister-pair ; 
And kindness mild, their kindred grace, 
Whose brow serene complacence wears, 
Whose hand her liberal bounty bears 
O'er the vast range of animated space ! 

Blest vision ! O for ever stay ! 
O far be giiilt and pain away ! 
And yet, perhaps, with Him, whose view 
Looks at one glance creation through ; 
To general good our partial ill 
Seems but a sand upon the plain. 
Seems but a drop amid the main. 
And some wise unknown purpose may fulfil. 
John Scott, i 730-1 783. 
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HEAVEN OUR TRUST. 

This world is all a fleeting show, 

For man's illusion given ; 
The smiles of Joy, the tears of Woe, 
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow — 

There 's nothing true, but Heaven ! 
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And false the light on Glory's plume 

As fading hues of Even ; 
And Love, and Hope, and Beaut/s bloom, 
Are blossoms gather'd from the tomb — 

There 's nothing bright, but Heaven ! 

Poor wanderers of a stormy day ! 

From wave to wave we 're driven, 
And Fancy's flash, and Reason's ray. 
Serve but to light the troubled way — 
There 's nothing calm, but Heaven ! 

Thomas Moore, 1779-1832. 
'Sacred Melodies, 
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SYLVAN SILENCK 

Spirit of sylvan silence ! thee I hail 

With wonted joy, when in the western sky 
The parting sun has closed his golden eye. 
And on the mountain's top, and dewy vale. 
The breeze of evening slumbers - When at rest 
The hours that track'd the flaunting car of day, 
And one alone remains, with pensive ray 
To cheer the pathway of thy woodland guest. — 
For surely blest is he, who now can turn 
From vanity and noise, with thee to stroll, 
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In sweet seclusion, there content to leam, 

That thou canst frame to rapture every sense, 
And by communion still, attune the soul 
To Meditation's softest influence. 

J. B. A. 
— Poetical Register^ 1807, 



THE LINNET. 

The songs of Nature, holiest, best are they ! 
The sad winds sighing through the leafy trees — 
The lone lake's murmurs to the mountain 
breeze — 

'The streams* soft whispers, as they fondly stray 
Through dingles wild and over flowery leas, 
Are sweetly holy ; but the purest hymn — 

A melody like some old prophet-lay — 

Is thine pour'd forth from hedge, and thicket dim — 
Linnet ! wild Linnet \ 

The poor, the scom'd and lowly, forth may go 
Into the woods and dells, where leaves are green ; 
And 'mong the breathing forest-flowers may lean, 

And hear thy music wandering to and fro, 
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Like sunshine dancing o'er the summer scene, — 
Thou poor man's songster! neither wealth nor 
power 
Can match the sweetness thou around dost throw ! 
Oh ! bless thee for the joy of many an hour — 
Linnet !. wild Linnet ! 

In sombre forest, gray and melancholy, 
Yet sweet withal and full of love and peace. 
And 'mid the furze wrapp'd in a golden fleece 

Of blossoms, and in hedgerows green and lowly j 
On thymy banks, where wild bees never cease 
Their murmur-song, thou hast thy home of love ! 

Like some lone hermit, far from sin and folly, 
'Tis thine through forest fragrances to rove — 
Linnet ! wild Linnet I 

Some humble heart is sore and sick with grief. 
And straight thou comest with thy gentle song 
To wile the sufferer from his hate or wrong, 

By bringing Nature's love to his relief. 

Thou churmest by the sick child's window long. 
Till racking pain itself be wooed to sleep ; 

And when away have vanish'd flower and leaf. 
Thy lonely wailing voice for them doth weep — 
Linnet ! wild Linnet ! 

God saw how much of woe, and grief, and care, 
Man's faults and follies on the earth would make ; 
And thee, sweet singer, for His creature's sake, 

He sent to warble wildly everywhere, 
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And by thy voice our souls to love to wake. — 
Oh ! blessed wandering spirit ! unto thee 
Pure hearts are knit, as unto things too fair, 
And good, and beautiful of earth to be — 
Linnet ! wild Linnet ! 
Robert Nicoll, 1814-1837. 



SEND DOWN THY WINGED ANGEL, GOD! 

Send down thy winged angel, God 1 

Amidst this night so wild j 
And bid him come where now we watch. 

And breathe upon our child ! 

She lies upon her pillow, pale. 

And moans within her sleep. 
Or wakeneth with a patient smile 

And striveth ?wf to weep ! 

How gentle and how good a child 

She is, we know too well. 
And dearer to her parents' hearts. 

Than our weak words can telL 

We love — ^we watch throughout the night, 

To aid, when need may be ; 
We hope — and have despaired at times ; 

But now we turn to Thee ! 
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Send down thy sweet-sourd angel, God ! 

Amid the darkness wild ; 
And bid him soothe our souls to-night, 

And heal our gentle child ! 

Barry Cornwall. 
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THE VOICE OF THE GRASS. 

Here I come creeping, creeping everjrwhere ; 

By the dusty road-side. 

On the sunny hill-side 

Close by the noisy brook. 

In every shady nook, 
I am creeping, creeping everjrwhere. 

Here I come creeping, smiling everywhere ; 
All around the open door. 
Where sit the aged poor. 
Here, where the children play. 
In the bright and merry May, 

I come creeping, creeping everjrwhere. 

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhere ; 

In the noisy city street. 

My pleasant face you '11 meet 

Cheering the sick at heart. 

Toiling his busy part, 
Silently creeping, creeping everywhere. 



1 24 SONGS or GOD AND NA TURE. 

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhere ; 
You cannot see ipe coming, 
Nor hear my low, sweet humming ; 
For in the starry night, 
And the glad morning light, 

I come quietly creeping everywhere. 

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhere ; 
More welcome than the flowers, 
In summer's pleasant hours ; 
The gentle cow is glad, 
And the merry bird not sad. 

To see me creeping, creeping everywhere. 

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhere ; 
When you 're numbered with the dead. 
In your still and narrow bed. 
In the happy spring I '11 come, 
And deck your silent home, 

Creeping silently, creeping everywhere. 

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhere ; 

My humble song of praise 

Most gratefully I raise 

To Him, at whose command 

I beautify the land, 
Creeping, silently creeping everywhere. 

American Newspaper. 
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SUBMISSION. 

But that Thou art my wisdom, Lord, 
And both mine eyes are Tliine, 

My mind would be extremely stirfd 
For missing my design. 

Were it not better to bestow 
Some place and power on me 1 

Then should Thy praises with me grow. 
And share in my degree. 

But when I thus dispute and grieve, 

I do resume my sight ; 
And pilfering what I once did give, 

Dis-seize Thee of Thy right 

How know I if Thou shouldst me raise, 
That I should then raise Thee % 

Perhaps great places and Thy praise 
Do not so well agree. 

Wherefore unto my gift I stand ; 

I will no more advise : 
Only do Thou lend me a hand. 

Since Thou hast both mine eyes. 

George Herbert, 1593-1633. 



126 SONGS OF COD AND NATURE. 



TO THE CUCKOO. 

BLITHE new-comer ! I have heard, 

1 hear thee and rejoice : 

O Cuckoo ! shall I call thee bird, ' 
Or but a wandering voice 1 

While I am lying on the grass, 
Thy loud note smites my ear I 
From hill to hill it seems to pass, 
At once far oflf and near ! 



I hear thee babbling in the vale 
Of simshine and of flowers ; 
And unto me thou bring'st a tale 
Of visionary hours. 

Thrice welcome, darling of the Spring I 
Even yet thou art to me 
No bird ; but an invisible thing, 
A voice, and mystery. 

The same whom in my school-boy days 
I listened to ; that cry 
Which made me look a thousand ways 
In bush, and tree, and sky. 



«^ 
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To seek thee did I often rove 
Through woods and on the green ; 
And thou wert still a hope, a love j 
Still longed for, never seen ! 

And I can listen to thee yet j 
Can lie upon the plain 
And listen, till I do beget 
That golden time again. 

O blessed bird ! the earth we pace 
Again appears to be 
An unsubstantial, fairy place ; 
That is fit home for thee ! 

William Wordsworth. 1770-1850. 
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MORNING HYMN IN PARADISK 

These are Thy glorious works, Parent of Good ! 

Almighty ! Thine this universal frame, 

Thus wondrous fair ; Thyself how wondrous then ! 

Unspeakable I Who sitf st above these heavens, 

To us invisible, or dimly seen 

In these Thy lowest works ; yet these declare 

Thy goodness beyond thought, and power divine. 

Speak, ye who best can tell, ye sons of light, 
Angels ! for ye behold Him, and, with songs 



128 SONGS OF COD AND NATURE. 

And choral symphonies, day without night, 
Circle His throne rejoicing — ^ye in heaven ; 
On earth, join all ye creatures to extol 
Him first, Him last, Him midst, and without end ! 

Fairest of stars ! last in the train of night. 
If better thou belong not to the dawn. 
Sure pledge of day, that crown'st the smiling mom 
With thy bright circlet, praise Him in thy sphere. 
While day arises, that sweet hour of prime. 

Thou sun ! of this great world both eye and soul, " 
Acknowledge Him thy greater ; sound His praise 
In thy eternal course, both when thou climb'st, 
And when high noon hast gain'd, and when thou fall'st. 

Moon ! that now meef st the orient sun, now fl/st 
With the fix'd stars, fix'd in their orb that flies ; 
And ye five other wandering fires ! that move 
In mystic dance not without song, resound 
His praise, who out of darkness calFd up light 

Air, and ye elements ! the eldest birth 
Of Nature's womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix 
And nourish all things ; let your ceaseless change 
Vary to our great Maker still new praise. 

Ye mists and exhalations 1 that now rise 
From hill or streaming lake, dusky or gray, 
Till the sun paint your fleecy skirts with gold. 
In honour to the world's great Author rise : 
Whether to deck with clouds the uncoloufd sky. 
Or wet the thirsty earth with falling showers. 
Rising or falling, still advance His praise. 

His praise, ye winds ! that jfrom four quarters blow. 
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Breathe soft or loud ; and wave your tops, ye pines ! 
With every plant, in sign of worship, wave. 

Fountains ! and ye that warble as ye flow, 
Melodious murmurs ! warbling tune His praise. 

Join voices, all ye living souls ! ye birds. 
That, singing, up to heaven-gate ascend, 
Bear, on your wings, and in your notes. His praise ! 

Ye, that in waters glide ; and ye, that walk 
The earth, and stately tread, or lowly creep ! 
Witness, if I be silent, mom or even. 
To hill or valley, fountain or fresh shade, 
Made vocal by my song, and taught His praise. 

Hail, universal Lord ! be bounteous still, 
To give us only good ! and, if the night 
Have gathered aught of evil, or concealed. 
Disperse it, as now light dispels the dark. 

John Milton, 1608-1674. 
— Paradise Lost^ Book V. 
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TO THE RAINBOW. 

Triumphal arch, that fill'st the sky 

When storms prepare to part ! 
I ask not proud philosophy 

To teach me what thou art— - 
I 
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Still seem as to my childhood's sight, 

A midway station given 
For happy spirits to alight 

Betwixt the earth and heaven. 



Can all that optics teach, unfold 

Thy form to please me so. 
As when I dreamt of gems and gold 

Hid in thy radiant bow ? 

When Science from Creation's face 
Enchantment's veil withdraws, 

What lovely visions yield their place 
To cold material laws ! 

And yet, fan: bow, no fabling dreams. 
But words of the Most High, 

Have told why first thy robe of beams 
Was woven in the sky. 

When o*er the green undeluged earth 
Heaven's covenant thou didst shine. 

How came the world's gray fathers forth 
To watch thy sacred sign. 

And when its yellow lustre smiled 

O'er mountains yet untrod. 
Each mother held aloft her child 

To bless the bow of God. 
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Methinks, thy jubilee to keep, 

The first-made anthem rang 
On earth delivered from the deep, 

And the first poet sang. 

Nor ever shall the muse's eye 

Unraptured greet thy beam : 
Theme of primeval prophecy, 

Be still the poef s theme ! 

The earth to thee her incense yields. 

The lark thy welcome sings. 
When gUttering in the fireshen'd fields 

The snowy mushroom springs. 

How glorious is thy girdle cast 
O'er mountain, tower, and town, 

Or mirrored in the ocean vast, 
A thousand fathoms down 1 

As fresh in yon horizon dark, 

As young thy beauties seem, 
As when the eagle from the ark 

First sported in thy beam. 

For faithful to its sacred page. 

Heaven still rebuilds thy span. 
Nor lets the type grow pale with age 

That first spoke peace to man. 

Thomas Campbell, i 777-1 844. 
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GOD IS LOVK 

God is Love : His mercy brightens 
All the path in which we rove ^ 
Bliss He wakes, and woe He lightens ; 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

Chance and change are busy ever ; 
Man decays, and ages move ; 
But His mercy waneth never ; 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

Even the hour that darkest seemeth 
Will His changeless goodness prove ; 
From the mist His brightness streameth ; 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

He with earthly cares entwineth 
Hope and comfort from above ; 
Everywhere His glory shineth — 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

Sir John Bowring, 1792- 
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THE FLOWERS OF THE FIELD. 

Sweet nnrslings of the vernal skies, 

Bathed in soft airs, and fed with dew, 
What more than magic in you lies 

To fill the heart's fond view? 
In childhood's sports, companions gay, 
In sorrow, on life's downward way, 
How soothing ! in our last decay 
Memorials prompt and true. 

Relics ye are of Eden's bowers. 
As pure, as firagrant, and as fair. 

As when ye crown'd the sunshine hours 
Of happy wanderers there. 

Fallen all beside — the world of life 

How is it stain'd with fear and strife ! 

In reason's world what storms are rife, 
What passions rage and glare J 

Ye fearless in your nests abide — 
Nor may we scorn, too proudly wise. 

Your silent lessons, undescried 
By all but lowly eyes : 

For ye could draw the admiring gaze 

Of Him who worlds and hearts surveys ; 

Your order wild, yout firagrant maze, 
He taught us how to prize. 
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Alas ! of thousand bosoms kind 

That daily court you and caress, 
How few the happy secret find 

Of your calm loveliness ! 
" Live for to-day ; to-morrow's light 
To-morrow's cares shall bring to sight, 
Go sleep like closing flowers at night, 
And heaven thy mom will bless." 

Professor ELeble, 1789 — 



THROUGH GOD ALONE. 

Thou ! whose balance does the mountains weigh. 
Whose will the wild tumultuous seas obey, 
Whose breath can turn those watery worlds to flame, 
That flame to tempest, and that tempest tame ; 
Earth's meanest son, all trembling, prostrate falls. 
And on the boundless of thy goodness calls. 

Oh ! give the wmds all past offence to sweep. 
To scatter wide, or bury in the deep ; 
Thy power, my weakness, may I ever see. 
And wholly dedicate my soul to Thee ; 
Reign*d o'er my will ; my passions ebb and flow 
At Thy command, nor human motive know 1 
If anger boil, let anger be my praise. 
And sin the gracefiil indignation raise. 
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My love be warm to succour the distressed, 
And lift the burden from the soul oppressed. 

Oh ! may my understanding ever read 
This glorious volume, which Thy wisdom made ! 
Who decks the maiden spring with flowery pride 1 
Who calls forth summer, like a sparkling bride ? 
Who joys the mother autumn's bed to crown, 
And bids old winter lay her honour down 1 
Not the great Ottoman or greater Czar, 
Nor Europe's arbitress of peace and war. 
Ji/Lay sea and land, and earth and heaven be join'd, 
To bring th' Eternal Author to my mind ! 
When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll. 
May thoughts of Thy dread vengeance shake my 

soul! 
When earth 's in bloom, or planets proudly shine, 
Adore, my heart, the Majesty Divine ! 

Through every scene of life, or peace, or war. 
Plenty, or want. Thy glory be my care ! 
Shine we in arms 1 or sing beneath our vine 1 
Thine is the vintage, and the conquest Thine ; 
Thy pleasure points the shaft, and bends the bow, 
The cluster blasts, or bids it brightly glow. 

Grant I may ever, at the morning ray, 
Open with prayer the consecrated day ; 
Tune Thy great praise, and bid my soul arise. 
And with the mounting sun ascend the skies j 
As that advances, let my zeal improve. 
And glow with ardour of consummate love : 
Nor cease at eve, but with the setting sun 
My endless worship shall be still begun. 
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And, oh ! permit the gloom of solemn night. 
To sacred thought may forcibly invite. 
When this world 's shut, and awful planets rise, 
Call on our minds and raise them to the skies ) 
Compose our souls with a less dazzling sight, 
And show all nature in a milder light j 
How every boist'rous thought in calm subsides ! 
How the smoothed spirit into goodness glides ! 
Oh, how divine I to tread the milky way. 
To the bright palace of the Lord of day ; 
His court admire, or for His favour sue. 
Or leagues of friendship with His saints renew ; 
Pleased to look down, and see the world asleep, 
While I long vigils to its founder keep t 

Canst Thou not shake the centre 1 Oh, control, 
Subdue by force, the rebel in my soul I 
Thou who canst still the raging of the flood. 
Restrain the various tumults of my blood j 
Teach me with equal firmness to sustain 
Alluring pleasure, and assaulting pain. 
Oh, may I pant for Thee in each deare \ 
And with strong faith foment the holy fire 1 
Stretch out my soul in hope, and grasp the prize, 
Which in Eternity's deep bosom lies I 

Edward Young, 1681-1765. 
—TTie Last Day. 
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THE VOICE OF SPRING. 

I COME, I come ! ye have call'd me long — 
I come o'er the mountains with light and song ! 
Ye may trace my step o'er the wakening earth, 
By the winds which tell of the violet's birth. 
By the primrose-stars in the shadowy grass, 
By the green leaves opening as I pass. 

I have breathed on the South, and the chestnut flowers 
By thousands have burst from the forest-bowers, 
And the ancient graves and the fallen fanes 
Are veil'd with wreaths on Italian plains ; — 
But it is not for me, in my hour of bloom, 
To speak of the ruin or of the tomb f 

I have look'd on the hills of the stormy North, 

And the larch has hung all his tassels forth. 

The fisher is out on the sunny sea, 

And the reindeer bounds o'er the pastures free. 

And the pine has a fringe of softer green. 

And the moss looks bright where my foot hath been. 

I have sent through the wood-paths a glowing sigh. 
And calFd out each voice of the deep-blue sky ; 
From the night-bird's lay through the starry time. 
In the groves of the soft Hesperian clime. 
To the swan's wild note by the Iceland lakes, 
When the dark fir-branch into verdure breaks. 
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From the streams and founts I have loosed the 

chain, 
They are sweeping on to the silvery main, 
They are flashing down from the mountain brows, 
They are flinging spray o'er the forest boughs. 
They are bursting fresh from their sparry caves, 
And the earth resounds with the joy of waves ! 

Come forth, O ye children of gladness ! come ! 
Where the violets lie may be now your home. 
Ye of the rose-lip and dew-bright eye. 
And the bounding footstep, to meet me fly ! 
With the lyre, and the wreath, and the joyous lay. 
Come forth to the sunshine — I may not stay. 

Away from the dwellings of careworn men. 
The waters are sparkling in grove and glen ! 
Away from the chamber and sullen hearth, 
The young leaves are dancing in breezy mirth ! 
Their light stems thrill to the wild-wood strains, 
And youth is abroad in my green domains. 

But ye ! — ye are changed since ye met me last ! 
There is something bright from your features pass'd ! 
There is that come over your brow and eye 
Which speaks of a world where the flowers must die ! 
— ^Ye smile ! but your smile hath a dimness yet : 
Oh ! what have you look'd on since last we met ? 

Ye are changed, ye are changed ! — and I see not here 
All whom I saw in the vanished year ! 
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There were graceful heads, with their ringlets bright, 
Which toss*d in the breeze with a play of light ; 
There were eyes in whose glistening laughter lay 
No faint remembrance of dull decay ! 

There were steps that flew o'er the cowslip's head. 

As if for a banquet all earth were spread ; 

There were voices that rang through the sapphire sky, 

And had not a sound of mortality ! 

Are they gone? is their mirth from the mountains 

pass'd ] 
Ye have looked on death since ye met me last ! 

I know whence the shadow comes o'er you now — 
Ye have strewn the dust on the sunny brow ! 
Ye have given the lovely to earth's embrace — 
She hath taken the fairest of beauty's race, 
With their laughing eyes and their festal crown : 
They are gone from amongst you in silence down ! 

They are gone from amongst you, the young and fair, 
Ye have lost the gleam of their shining hair I 
But I know of a land where there falls no blight — 
I shall find them there, with their eyes of light ! 
Where death midst the blooms of the mom may dwell, 
I tarry no longer — farewell, farewell ! 

The summer is coming, on soft winds borne — 
Ye may press the grape, ye may bind the com ! 
For me, I depart to a brighter shore — 
Ye are mark'd by care, ye are mine no more ; 
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I go where the loved who have left you dwell, 
And the flowers are not Death's. Fare ye well, farewell \ 
Mrs F. Hemaks, 1793-1835. 



HYMN OF PRAISE. 

There 's not a leaf within the bower, 
There 's not a bird upon the tree. 

There 's not a dew-drop on the flower. 
But bears the impress. Lord ! of Thee. 

Thy hand the varied leaf designed, 
And gave the bird its thrilling tone ; 

Thy power the dew-drop*s tints combined, 
Till like the diamond's blaze they shone. 

Yes ; dew-drops, leaves, and birds, and all, 
The smallest like the greatest things j 

The sea's vast space, the earth's wide ball. 
Alike proclaim Thee King of kings. 

But man alone to bounteous Heaven 
Thanksgiving's conscious strains can raise, 

To favour'd man alone 'tis given 
To join the angeBc choir in praise ! 

Mrs Opie, i 769-1 853. 
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AUTUMN. 

With what a glory comes and goes the year ! 
The birds of spring, those beautiful harbingers 
Of sunny skies and cloudless times, enjoy 
Life's newness, and earth's garniture spread out ; 
And when the silver habit of the clouds 
Comes down upon the autumn sun, and with 
A sober gladness the old year takes up 
His bright inheritance of golden fruits, 
A pomp and pageant fill the splendid scene. 

There is a beautiful spirit breathing now 
Its mellow richness on the clustered trees. 
And, from a beaker fiiU of richest dyes, 
Pouring new glory on the autumn woods. 
And dipping in warm light the pillared clouds. — 
Mom on the mountain, like a summer bird, 
Lifts up her purple wing ; and in the vales 
The gentle Wind, a sweet and passionate wooer, 
Kisses the blushing leaf, and stirs up life 
Within the solemn woods of ash deep-crimson'd. 
And silver beech, and maple yellow-leaved, 
Where Autumn, like a faint old man, sits down 
By the wayside a-weary. — Through the trees 
The golden robin moves. The purple finch 
That on wild cherry and red cedar feeds, 
A winter bird, comes with its plaintive whistle, 
And pecks by the witch-hazel, whilst aloud 
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From cottage roofs the warbling blue-bird sings ; 
And merrily, with oft-repeated stroke, 
Sounds from the threshing-floor the busy flail. 

Oh what a glory doth this world put on 
For him who, with a fervent heart, goes forth 
Under the bright and glorious sky, and looks 
On duties well-perform'd, and days well-spent ! 
For him the wind, ay, and the yellow leaves. 
Shall have a voice, and give him eloquent teachings. 
He shall so hear the solemn hymn, that Death 
Has lifted up for all, that he shall go 
To his long resting-place without a tear. 

H. W. Longfellow, 1807 — 
— American. 
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FLORA'S HOROLOGUE. 

In every copse and sheltered dell, 
Unveird to the observant eye. 

Are faithful monitors who tell 

How pass the hours and seasons by. 

The green-robed children of the spring 
Will mark the periods as they pass, 

Mingle with leaves Time's feather'd wing, 
And bind with flowers his silent glass. 



SONGS OF GOD AND NATURE, 143 

Mark where transparent waters glide, 
Soft flowing o'er their tranquil bed ; 

There, cradled on the dimpling tide, 
Nymphaea rests her lovely head. 

But conscious of the earliest beam, 

She rises from her humid nest, 
And sees, reflected in the stream. 

The virgin whiteness of her breast. 

Till the bright day-star to the west 
Declines, in ocean's surge to lave ; 

Then, folded in her modest vest, 
She slumbers on the rocking wave. 

See Hieracium's various tribe, 

Of plumy seed and radiate flowers, 

The course of Time their blooms describe, 
And wake or sleep appointed hours. 

Broad o'er its imbricated cup 

The Goatsbeard spreads its golden rays, 
But shuts its cautious petals up. 

Retreating from the noontide blaze. 

Pale as a pensive cloistered nun, 

The Bethlem-star her face unveils. 
When o'er the mountain peers the sun, 

But shades it from the vesper gales. 
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Among the loose and arid sands 

The humble Arenaria creeps ; 
Slowly the purple star expands, 

But soon within its calyx sleeps. 

And those small bells so lightly ra/d 

With young Aurora's rosy hue, 
Are to the noontide sun displa/d, 

But shut their plaits against the dew. 

On upland slopes the shepherds mark 
The hour when, as the dial true, 

Cichorium to the towering lark 
Lifts her soft eyes serenely blue. 

And thou, "Wee crimson-tipp'd flower," 
Gatherest thy fringed mantle round 

Thy bosom at the closing hour. 
When night-drops bathe the turfy ground. 

Unlike Silenb, who declines 

The garish noontide's blazing light ; 

But when the evening crescent shines. 
Gives all her sweetness to the night 

Thus in each flower and simple bell, 
That in our path betrodden lie, 

Are sweet remembrancers who tell 
How fast the winged moments fly. 

Mrs Charlotte Smith, i 749-1 806. 
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MERCIFUL PROVIDENCE. 

How are Thy servants blest, O Lord 1 

How sure is their defence ! 
Eternal wisdom is their guide, 

Their help Omnipotence. 

In foreign realms, and lands remote, 

Supported by Thy care, 
Through burning climes I passed unhurt, 

And breathed in tainted air. 



Thy mercy sweetened every soil, 
Made every region please ; 

The hoary Alpine hills it warm'd, 
And smooth'd the Tyrrhene seas. 

Think, O my soul ! devoutly think, 
How, with affrighted eyes. 

Thou saw'st the wide-extended deep 
In all its horrors rise. 



Confusion dwelt on every face. 

And fear in every heart, 
When waves on waves, and gulfs on gulfs, 

O'ercame the pilot's art 

K 
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Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord ! 

Thy mercy set me free ; 
Whilst in the confidence of prayer 

My soul took hold on Thee. 

For though in dreadful whirls we hung 

High on the broken wave, 
I knew Thou wert not slow to hear. 

Nor impotent to save. 

The storm was laid, the winds retired. 

Obedient to Thy will ; 
The sea that roar'd at Thy command. 

At Thy command was stilL 

In 'midst of dangers, fears, and death, 

Thy goodness I '11 adore ; 
I '11 praise Thee for Thy mercies past, 

And humbly hope for more. 

My life, if thou preserv'st my Hfe, 

Thy sacrifice shall be ; 
And death, if death must be my doom, 

Shall join my soul to Thee. 

Joseph Addison, 167 2-1 7 19. 
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TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 

Sweet bird ! that sing'st away the early hours 

Of winters past, or coming, void of care. 

Well pleased with delights that present are, 

Fair seasons, budding sprays, sweet-smelling flowers : 

To rocks, to springs, to rills, from leafy bowers, 

Thou thy Creator's goodness dost declare. 

And what dear gifts on thee He did not spare, 

A stain to human sense in sin that lowers. 

What soul can be so sick which by thy songs 

(Attired in sweetness) sweetly is not driven 

Quite to forget earth's turmoils, spites, and wrongs, 

And lift a reverend eye and thought to heaven ] 

Sweet artless songster ! Thou my mind dost raise 

To airs of spheres — ^yes, and to angels' lays. 

William Drummond, 15 85- 1649. 



^•CONSIDER THE LILIES HOW THEY 
GROW.'' 

" Look to the lilies how they grow !*' 
Twas thus the Saviour said, that we. 

Even in the simplest flowers that blow, 
God's ever-watchful care might see. 
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^ Yes ! nought escapes the guardian eye 
Of Him who marks the sparrow's fall, 
Of Him who lists the raven's cry — 
However vast, however small 

Then mourn we not for those we love, 

As if all hope were reft away, 
Nor let our sorrowing hearts refuse 

Submission to His will to pay. 

Shall He, who paints the lily's leaf. 
Who gives the rose its scented breath. 

Love all His works except the chief, 
And leave his image, Man, to death ? 

No ! other hearts and hopes be ours. 
And to our souls let faith be given 

To think our lost friends only flowers 
Transplanted from this world to heaven, 

D. M. MoiR, 1798-185 1. 
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SABBATH-MORN. 

With silent awe I hail the sacred mom 
That slowly wakes, while all the fields are still : 
A soothing calm on every breeze is borne, 
A graver murmur gurgles from the rill, 
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And echo answers softer from the hill, 
And softer sings the linnet from the thorn, 
The skylark warbles in a tone less shrill : 
Hail light serene ! hail, sacred Sabbath-mom ! 
The rooks float silently, in airy drove. 
The sun a placid yellow lustre throws ; 
The gales, that lately sigh'd along the grove, 
Have hush'd their downy wings in dread repose ; 
The hovering rack of clouds forgets to move ; — 
So smiled the day, when the first mom arose ! 

John Leyden, 1775-1811. 
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THE SEASONS— A HYMN. 

These, as they change. Almighty Father, these 
Are but the varied God. The roUing year 
Is full of Thee. Forth in the pleasing Spring 
Thy beauty walks. Thy tendemess and love. 
Wide flush the fields ; the softening air is balm ; 
Echo the mountains round ; the forest smiles ; 
And every sense and every heart is joy. 
Then comes Thy glory in the Summer months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then Thy sun 
Shoots full perfection through the swelling year : 
And oft Thy voice in dreadful thunder speaks, 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 
By brooks and groves in hollow-whispering gales. 
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Thy bounty shines in Autumn unconfined, 
And spreads a common feast for all that lives. 
In Winter awful Thou ! with clouds and storms 
Around Thee thrown, tempest o'er tempest roU'd, 
Majestic darkness ! On the whirlwind's wing 
Riding sublime, Thou bidst the world adore, 
And humblest nature with Thy northern blast 

Mysterious round ! what skill, what force divine, 
Deep-felt, in these appear ! a simple train, 
Yet so delightful mix'd, with such kind art, 
Such beauty and beneficence combined ; 
Shade unperceived, so softening into shade ; 
And all so forming a harmonious whole. 
That, as they still succeed, they ravish still. 
But wandering oft, with rude unconscious gaze, 
Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand 
That, ever busy, wheels the silent spheres ; 
Works in the secret deep ; shoots steaming thence 
The fair profusion that o'erspreads the Spring ; 
Flings from the sun direct the flaming day ; 
Feeds every creature ; hurls the tempest forth. 
And, as on earth this grateful change revolves. 
With transport touches all the springs of life. 

Nature, attend ! join, every living soul 
Beneath the spacious temple of the sky. 
In adoration join ; and ardent raise 
One general song ! To Him, ye vocal gales. 
Breathe soft, whose spirit in your freshness breathes. 
Oh talk of Him in solitary glooms. 
Where o'er the rock the scarcely waving pine 
Fills the brown shade with a religious awe. 
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And ye, whose bolder note is heard afar, 

Who shake the astonished world, Hft high to heaven 

The impetuous song, and say from whom you rage. 

His praise, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills ; 

And let me catch it as I muse along. 

Ye headlong torrents, rapid and profound ; 

Ye softer floods, that lead the humid maze 

Along the vale ; and thou majestic main, 

A secret world of wonders in thyself, 

Sound His stupendous praise, whose greater voice 

Or bids you roar, or bids your roaring fall. 

So roll your incense, herbs, and fruits, and flowers. 

In mingled clouds to Him, whose sun exalts. 

Whose breath perfumes you, and whose pencil paints. 

Ye forests bend, ye harvests wave to Him ; 

Breathe your still song into the reaper's heart. 

As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 

Ye that keep watch in heaven, as earth asleep 

Unconscious Hes, effuse your mildest beams ; 

Ye constellations, while your angels strike, 

Amid the spangled sky, the silver lyre. 

Great source of day ! blest image here below 

Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 

From world to world, the vital ocean round, 

On nature write with every beam His praise. 

The thunder rolls : be hush'd the prostrate world. 

While cloud to cloud returns the solemn hymn. 

Bleat out afresh ye hills ; ye mossy rocks 

Retain the sound ; the broad responsive low. 

Ye valleys, raise ; for the Great Shepherd reigns, 

And His unsuffering kingdom yet will come. 
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Ye woodlands, all awake ; a boundless song 

Burst from the groves ; and when the restless day, 

Expiring, lays the warbling world asleep. 

Sweetest of birds ! sweet Philomela, charm 

The listening shades, and teach the night His praise. 

Ye chief, for whom the whole creation smiles ; 

At once the head, the heart, the tongue of all. 

Crown the great hymn ! in swarming cities vast, 

Assembled men to the deep organ join 

The long resounding voice, oft breaking clear, 

At solemn pauses, through the swelling base ; 

And, as each mingling flame increases each. 

In one united ardour rise to heaven. 

Or if you rather choose the rural shade, 

And find a fane in every sacred grove, 

There let the shepherd's lute, the virgin's lay. 

The prompting seraph, and the poet's lyre. 

Still sing the God of seasons as they roll. 

For me, when I forget the darhng theme. 

Whether the blossom blows, the Summer ray 

Russets tlie plain, inspiring Autumn gleams. 

Or Winter rises in the blackening east — 

Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more, 

And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat. 

Should fate command me to the farthest verge 
Of the green earth, to distant barbarous climes. 
Rivers unknown to song ; where first the sun 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his setting beam 
Flames on the Atlantic isles, 'tis nought to me ; 
Since God is ever present, ever felt, 
In the void waste as in the city full ; 
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And where He vital breathes, there must be joy. 
When even at last the solemn hour shall come, 
And wing my mystic flight to future worlds, 
I cheerful will obey ; there with new powers, 
Will rising wonders sing. I cannot go 
Where universal love not smiles around. 
Sustaining all yon orbs, and all their suns ; 
From seeming evil still educing good. 
And better thence again, and better still, 
In infinite progression. But I lose 
Myself in Him, in light ineffable ! 
Come, then, expressive silence, muse His praise. 

James Thomson, i 700-1 748. 
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HEAVEN OUR HEALER. 

Come, ye disconsolate, where'er you languish, 

Come, at God's altar fervently kneel : 
Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your 
anguish — 

Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heal. 

Joy of the desolate. Light of the straying, 
Hope, when all others die, fadeless and pure, 

Here speaks the Comforter, in God's name saying — 
" Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot cure." 
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Go, ask the infidel, what boon he brings us. 

What charm for aching hearts he can reveal, 
Sweet as that heavenly promise Hope sings us — 
" Earth has no sorrow that God cannot heal." 
T. Moore, 17 79-1 85 2. 
— Sacred Melodies, 



THERE IS A SPIRIT IN THE 
WILDERNESS. 

There is a Spirit in the wilderness, 

Though all the winds be sleeping, and the brooks 

Elapsing down their shores 

As quietly as dreams — 
Though all the breathing creatures of the earth 
Have still'd their voices, and the only sound 

That strikes thy listening ear 

Be from thy beating heart. — 

Who sends the sun of mom, the dew of eve. 
And all those heavenly visitants that bring 
Glad tidings to the scenes 
Which man hath never trod ? 
Who bids the moss with living greenness clothe 
The naked rocks, that happiness may flow 
Down to the grasshopper. 
And creatures more minute ? 
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Who — hadst thou wing of angel to approach 
The limits of creation, to pursue 

Thy journey through the vale 

Of darkness and of death, 
To visit heavens beyond the flight of thought — 
Who, with a universal presence, still 

Would never once be found 

A moment from thy side ? 

Go ask thy heart these questions — when the moon 
Shines on the breathless midnight, and the eyes 

Of human things are closed 

In temporary death — 
Go ask thy heart— What Spirit thus abides 
In every region ] thus minutely works 

In deserts ? And thy heart 

Shall answer—" It is God" 

William KLnox, 1789-1825. 
-Songs of Israel, 



GRACE. 

My stock lies dead, and no increase 
Doth my dull husbandry improve : 
Oh let Thy graces without cease 

Drop from above 1 
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If still the Sun should hide his face, 
Thy house would but a dungeon prove, 
Thy works night's captives : Oh let grace 
Drop from above ! 

The dew doth every morning fall ; 
And shall the dew outstrip Thy Dove % 
The dew, for which grass cannot call. 
Drop from above ! 

Death is still working like a mole. 
And digs my grave at each remove : 
Let grace work too, and on my soul 
Drop from above. 

Sin is still hammering my heart 
Unto a hardness, void of love : 
Let suppling grace, to cross his art, 
Drop from above. 

Oh come ! for thou dost know the way. 
Or if to me thou wilt not move. 
Remove me where I need not say — 
Drop from above! 
George Herbert, 1593-1633. 
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HYMN TO THE NORTH STAR. 

The sad and solemn night 
Hath yet her multitude of cheerful fires ; 

The glorious host of light 
Walk the dark hemisphere till she retires ; 
All through her silent watches, ghding slow, 
Her constellations come, and climb the heavens, 

and go ! 

Day, too, hath many a star. 
To grace his gorgeous reign, as bright as they : 

Through the blue fields afar. 
Unseen, they follow in his flaming way : 
Many a bright lingerer, as the eve grows dim, 
Tells what a radiant troop arose and set with him. 

And thou dost see them rise. 
Star of the Pole ! and thou dost see them set 

Alone, in thy cold skies, 
Thou keep'st thy old unmoving station yet ; 
Nor join'st the dances of that gUttering train. 
Nor dipp'st thy virgin orb in the blue western main. 

There, at mom's rosy birth, 
Thou lookest meekly through the kindling air; 

And eve, that round the earth 
Chases the day, beholds thee watching there ; 
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There noontide finds thee, and the hour that calls 
The shapes of poplar flame to scale heaven's azure 
walls. 

Alike, beneath thine eye, 1 

The deeds of darkness and of light are done ; > 

High towards the star-lit sky JjjJi^ 

Towns blaze — the smoke of battle blots the sun — ^r 
The night-storm on a thousand hills is loud — ^^ 
And the strong wind of day doth mingle sea and cloud. 

On thy unaltering blaze 
The half-wreck'd mariner, his compass lost, 4^- 

Fixes his steady gaze, '-'^^^ 

And steers, undoubting, to the friendly coast ; 
And they who stray in perilous wastes, by night. 
Are glad when thou dost shine to guide their footsteps 

right 

And, therefore, bards of old, 
Sages, and hermits of the solemn wood, 

Did in thy beams behold 
A beauteous type of that unchanging good, 
That bright eternal beacon, by whose ray 
The voyager of time should shape his heedful way. 

W. C. Bryant, 1798— 
— American, 
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TRUST IN GOD. 

PSALM XXIII. 

The Lord my pasture shall prepare. 
And feed me with a shepherd*s care : 
His presence shall my want supply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye ; 
My noonday walks He shall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 

When in the sultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirsty mountain pant. 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wandering steps He leads, 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow. 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

Though in the paths of death I tread 
With gloomy horrors overspread, 
My steadfast heart shall fear no ill. 
For Thou, O Lord, art with me still ; 
Thy friendly crook shall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful shade. 

Though in a bare and rugged way, 
Through devious lonely wilds I stray, 
Thy bounty shall my pains beguile ; 
The barren wilderness shall smile, 
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With sudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And streams shall murmur all around. 

Joseph Addison, 167 2-1 7 19. 
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HOW SWEET THE FALL OF EVE ! 

How sweet the fall of Eve, 

When, in the glowing West, 

The sun hath sunk to rest, 
Yet shining footprints on the air doth leave ; 
While through the deepening twilight, soft and slow. 
The fragrant evening breezes come and go ! 

How beautiful, when light 

Hath fled ; and leaf and stream 

Rest in a quiet dream. 
Within the curtaining shadows of the Night ; 
While troops of stars look down with dewy rays, 
And flowers droop their eyes beneath their gaze. 

How silent is the air ! 

Who would not at such shrine 

To hoHer thoughts incline ? 
The ever tranquil Night was made for prayer. 
On the hush'd Earth, from the o*er-arching sky, 
Doth not a solemn benediction lie ] 
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■* \ 

And when the hours of night 

Have slowly roll'd away, 

And the victorious Day 
Athwart the kindling air speeds arrowy light, 
How gloriously, as in a second birth, 
Awake to radiant life the heavens and earth I 

> So, when Life's eve shall fall. 

Within my peaceful breast 
Oh may Thy presence rest, 
Soft as the hush of night. Father of All ! 
So from the sleep of death, with quickening ray, 
Take me to radiant life. Thou God of Day ! 

Anna Blackwall. 
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IN ALL THINGS GOD. 

I READ God's awful name emblazon'd high 
With golden letters on th' illumined sky ; 
Nor less the mystic characters I see 
Wrought in each flower, inscribed on every 

tree. 
In every leaf that trembles to the breeze, 
I hear the voice of God among the trees ; 
With Thee in shady solitudes I walk, 
With Thee in busy crowded cities talk, 

L 
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In every creature own Thy forming power, 
In each event Thy providence adore, 
Thy hopes shall animate my drooping soul, 
Thy precepts guide me, and Thy fear control 
Thus shall I rest unmoved by all alarms. 
Secure within the temple of Thine arms, 
From anxious cares, from gloomy terrors free. 
And feel myself omnipotent in Thee. 

Then, when the last, the closing hour draws 

nigh. 
And earth recedes before my swimming eye ; 
When trembling on the doubtful edge of fate 
I stand, and stretch my views to either state. 
Teach me to quit this transitory scene 
With decent triumph, and a look serene ; 
Teach me to fix my ardent hopes on high. 
And, having lived to Thee, in Thee to die. 

Mrs Barbauld, i 743-1 825. 
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THE SWALLOWS. 

SUGGESTED BY THE INCmENT OF A PAIR OF SWALLOWS 
HAVING ENTERED A CHURCH DURING DIVINE SERVICE. 

Gay, guiltless pair, 
What seek ye from the fields of heaven 1 

Ye have no need of prayer, 
Ye have no sins to be forgiven. 

Why perch ye here. 
Where mortals to their Maker bend ? 

Can your pure spirits fear 
The God ye never could oflfend 1 

Ye never knew 
The crimes for which we come to weep ; 

Penance is not for you, 
Blest wanderers of the upper deep. 

To you ^tis given 
To wake sweet Nature's untaught lays : 

Beneath the arch of heaven 
To chirp away a life of praise. 

Then spread each wing 
Far, far above, o'er lakes and lands. 

And join the choirs that sing 
In yon blue dome not reafd with hands. 
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Or, if ye stay 
To note the consecrated hour, 

Teach me the airy way. 
And let me try your envied power. 

Above the crowd 
On upward wings could I but fly, 
I 'd bathe in yon bright cloud. 
And seek the stars that gem the sky. 

'Twere heaven indeed 
Through fields of trackless light to soar, 

On nature*s charms to feed, 
And nature's own great God adore. 

Charles Sprague. 
— American, 



HYMN TO THE CLOUDS. 

O CLOUDS ! ye ancient messengers. 

Old couriers of the sky. 
Treading, as in primeval years, 

Yon still immensity ! 
In march how wildly beautiful 

Along the deep ye tower. 
Begirt, as when from chaos dull 

Ye loomed in pride and power. 
To crown creation's morning hour. 
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Ye perish not, ye passing clouds I 

But, with the speed of time. 
Ye flit your shadowy shapes, like shrouds. 

O'er each emerging clime ; 
And thus on broad and furlless wings 

Ye float in light along. 
Where every jewell'd planet sings 

Its clear eternal song, 
Over the path our friends have gone 1 



Against that deep and peerless blue 

Ye hold your journeying — 
That silent birthplace of the dew, 

Where life and lustre spring. 
And then, how goldenly ye shine 

On your immortal way, 
Sailing through realms so near divine, 

Under the foimt of day ! 
O'er ye concentered glories play. 



Ye posters of the wakeless air I 

How silently ye glide 
Down the unfathom'd atmosphere, 

That deep — deep, azure tide ! 
And thus in giant pomp ye go, 

On high and reachless range, 
Above earth's gladness and its woe. 

Through centuries of change. 
Your destiny how lone and strange. 
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Ye bear the bow of beauty — ^flung 

On your triumphal path, 
Splendid as first in joy it hung 

0*er God's retiring wrath. 
The promise and the covenant 

Are written on your brow — 
The mercy to the sinful sent 

Is bending o'er them now. 
Ye bear the memory of the vow. 



Ye linger with the silver stars, 

Ye pass before the sun — 
Ye marshal elements to wars, 

And when the roar is done, 
Ye lift your volumed robes in light. 

And wave them to the world, 
Like victory flags o'er scatter'd fight. 

Brave banners all unfurl'd — 
Still there, though rent and tempest-hurl'd. 



Ye bear the living thunder out. 

Ye pageants of the sky ! 
Answering with trumpets' brattUng shout 

The lightning's scorching eye. 
Pale faces cluster under ye. 

Beneath your withering look. 
And shaking hearts bow fearfully 

At your sublime rebuke. 
Has man his mockery forsook ] 
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And then, in still and summer hours, 

When men sit weary down, 
Ye come o'er heated fields and flowers, 

With shadowy pinions on — 
Ye hover where the fervent earth 

A sadden'd silence fills, 
And, mourning o*er its stricken*d mirth, 

Ye weep along the hills. 
Then how the wakening landscape thrills ! 

And thus ye circle countless spheres, 

Old spirits of the skies 1 
The same through nature's smiles and tears 

Ye rose on paradise. 
I hear a voice firom out your shrouds, 

That tells me of decay — 
For though ye stay not, hurtling clouds I 

Till the last gathering day, 
Ye pass like life's dim dreams away. 

J. Mellen. 
-American, 



THE HOUR OF PRAYER. 

Child, amidst the flowers at play. 
While the red light fades away ; 
Mother, with thine earnest eye 
Ever following silently ; 
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Father, by the breeze of eve 
Call'd thy harvest-work to leave — 
Pray, ere yet the dark hours be, 
Lift the heart and bend the knee 1 

Traveller, in the stranger's land. 
Far from thine own household band ; 
Mourner, haunted by the tone 
Of a voice :^j|gin the world gone ; 
Captive, in whose narrow cell 
Sunshine hath not leave to dwell ; 
Sailor, on the darkening sea. 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Warrior, that from battle won, 
Breathest now at set of sun ; 
Woman, o'er the lowly slain 
Weeping o'er his burial plain ; 
Ye that triumph, ye that sigh, 
Kindred by one holy tie. 
Heaven's first star alike ye see — 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Mrs F. Hemans, 1793-1835. 
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FLOWER-TEACHINGS. 

Day stars ! that ope your eyes with man, to twmkle 

From rainbow galaxies of earth's creation, 
And dew-drops on her holy altar sprinkle 
As a Hbation.^ 

Ye matin worshippers ! who bending lowly 
Before the uprisen sun, God's lidless eye ! 
Throw from your chaUces a sweet and holy 
Incense on high. 

Ye bright mosaics ! that with storied beauty 

The floor of Nature's temple tesselate 
With numerous emblems of instructive duty, 
Your forms create. 

'Neath cloister'd boughs, each floral bell that 
swingeth, 
And tolls its perfume on the passing air. 
Makes Sabbath in the fields, and ever ringeth 
A call to prayer. 

Not to the domes where crumbling arch and 
column 
Attest the feebleness of mortal hand. 
But to that fane, most cathoHc and solemn. 
Which God hath plannU 
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To that cathedral, boundless as our wonder, 

Whose quenchless lamps the sun and moon supply ; 
Its choir, the winds and waves — ^its organ, thunder — 
Its dome, the sky. 

There, as in solitude and shade I wander, 
Through the green aisles, or stretch'd upon the 
sod. 
Awed by the silence, reverently ponder 
The ways of God. 

Your voiceless lips, O flowers ! are living preachers, 
• Each cup a pulpit, and each leaf a book, 
Supplying to my fancy nimierous teachers 
From loneliest nook. 

Floral apostles ! that, in dewy splendour, 

" Weep without woe, and blush without a crime," 
Oh ! may I deeply learn and ne'er surrender 
Your lore sublime ! 

" Thou wert not, Solomon, in all thy glory, 

Arrayed," the lilies cry, " in robes like ours ; 
How vain your grandeur ! ah, how transitory, 
Are human flowers 1 " 

In the sweet-scented pictures, heavenly Artist ! 
With which Thou paintest Nature's wide-spread 
hall. 
What a delightful lesson Thou impartest 
Of love to all. 
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Not useless are ye, flowers, though made for pleasure, 

Blooming o'er field and wave by day and night. 
From every source your sanction bids me treasure, 
Harmless delight 

Ephemeral sages ! what instructions hoary 

For such a world of thought could furnish scope 

Each fading calyx a " memento mori," 

Yet font of hope. 
^» 

Posthumous glories ! angel-like collection ! 

Upraised from seed or bulb interred in earth, 
Ye are to me a type of resurrection, 
A second birth. 

Were I, O God, in churchless lands remaining. 

Far from all voice of teachers or divines. 
My soul would find in flowers of Thy ordaining. 
Priests, sermons, shrines. 

Horace Smith, 17 79-1 849. 



THE DIVINE PROVIDENCE. 

As some fond mother views her infant race, 

With tender love overflowing while she sees \ 

She kisses one, one clasps in her embrace. 

Her feet supporting one, and one her knees ; 
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Then, as the winning gesture, speaking face. 

Or plaintive cry explain their different pleas, 
A look, a word she deals with various grace. 

And smiles or frowns, as Love alone decrees. 
O'er man, frail kind, so Prgyidence Divine 

Still watches ; hears, sustains, and succours all. 
With equal eye upholding each that liv^s. 

If Heaven denies, oh ! let not man repine ! 
Heaven but denies to quicken dut/s call, 

Or feigning to deny, more largely gives. 

Poetical Register. 
— Italian of Filicaja. 

THE TEMPLE OF NATURK 

Talk not of temples — ^there is one 

Built without hands, to mankind given ; 
Its lamps are the meridian sun. 

And all the stars of heaven ; 
Its walls are the cerulean sky. 

Its floor the earth so green and fair ; 
The dome is vast immensity — 

All nature worships there ! 

The Alps arrayed in stainless snow. 

The Andean ranges yet untrod. 
At sunrise and at sunset glow 

Like altar-fires to God. 
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A thousand fierce volcanoes blaze, 

As if with hallowed victims rare ; 
And thunder lifts its voice in praise — 

All nature worships there I 

The ocean heaves resistlessly, 

And pours his glittering treasure forth ; 
His waves — the priesthood of the sea — 

Kneel on the shell-gemm^d earth, 
And there emit a hollow sound, 

As if they murmur'd praise and prayer ; 
On every side 'tis holy ground — 

All nature worships there I 

The grateful earth her odours yield 

In homage. Mighty One ! to Thee ; 
From herbs and flowers in every field. 

From fruit on every tree. 
The balmy dew at mom and even 

Seems like the penitential tear. 
Shed only in the sight of Heaven — 

All nature worships there I 

The cedar and the mountain pine, 

The willow on the fountain's brim, 
The tulip and the eglantine. 

In reverence bend to Him ; 
The song-birds pour their sweetest lajrs, 

From tower, and tree, and middle air j 
The rushing river murmurs praise — 

All nature worships there I 
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Then talk not of a fane, save one 

Built without hands, to mankind given ; 
Its lamps are the meridian sim. 

And all the stars of heaven. 
Its walls are the cerulean sky. 

Its floor the earth so green and fair. 
The dome is vast immensity — 

All nature worships there ! 

David Vedder, i 790-1 854. 
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TO THE CUCKOO 

Hail, beauteous stranger of the grove I 
Thou messenger of Spring ! 

Now Heaven repairs thy rural seat, 
And woods thy welcome sing. 

What time the daisy decks the green. 
Thy certain voice we hear ; 

Hast thou a star to guide thy path, 
Or mark the rolling year ? 

Delightful visitant ! with thee 

I hail the time of flowers. 
And hear the sound of music sweet 

From birds among the bowers. 
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The schoolboy, wandering through the wood, 

To pull the primrose gay, 
Starts, the new voice of Spring to hear. 

And imitates thy lay. 

What time the pea puts on the bloom, 

Thou fliest thy vocal vale. 
An annual guest in other lands. 

Another Spring to hail. 

Sweet bird ! thy bower is ever green, 

Thy sky is ever clear ; 
Thou hast no sorrow in thy song. 

No Winter in thy year ! 

Oh, could I fly, I 'd fly with thee ! 

We 'd make, with joyful wing, 
Our annual visits o'er the globe, 

Companions of the Spring. 

John Logan, i 748-1 788. 
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THE THINGS OF HEAVEN ARE SURK 

The things of heaven are safe and sure j 
The things of earth, though bright they be, 
Will fade and perish speedily. 

The things of heaven, of heavenly birth, 
Unchanged, eternal, shall remain, 

While the most steadfast things of earth 
Are all unstable, trembling, vain, — 

The sport of mutability. — 

The things of earth, though fair they be, 

Will fade and perish speedily. 

The things we see above are bright. 

Pure, spiritual, and beautiful ; 
While all below is dark as night, — 

Unintellectual, — selfish,— dull. 
I know not what the senses see 
To wean us from eternity. 
To scenes that fade so speedily. 

The spirit has its natural seat 

In the celestial heights above ; 
Earth is its prison, — ^its retreat, — 

Where, lost in mists, 'tis wont to rove ; 
Feeble, and dim, and tremblingly, 
Man wanders on, as vexed to be 
Midst things of earth that fade and flee. 
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The things of earth are like a river,— 

A summer river, — swiftly dry ; 
The things above endure for ever, 

Their ocean is immensity. 
There streams of joy that ne'er shall be 
Exhausted, roll eternally. 
And thither let our spirits flee. 

Sir John Bowring, 1792 — 
-Spanish of De Proaza, 



WORSHIP IN THE WOODLANDS. 

Go thou and seek the House of Prayer ! 

I to the woodlands wend, and there 
In lovely Nature see the God of Love. 

The swelling organ's peal 

Wakes not my soul to zeal. 
Like the sweet music of the vernal grove. 
The gorgeous altar and the mystic vest 
Excite not such devotion in my breast, 

As where the noontide beam, 

Flash'd from some broken stream. 
Vibrates on the dazzled sight ; 

Or where the cloud-suspended rain 

Sweeps in shadows o'er the plain ; 
Or when, reclining on the clifif's huge height, 
I mark the billows burst in silver light 

M 



178 SONGS OF GOD AND NATURE. 

Go thou and seek the House of Prayer I 

I to the woodlands shall repair, 

Feed with all Nature's charms my eyes, 

And hear all Nature's melodies. 

The primrose bank will there dispense 

Faint fragrance to the awaken'd sense ; 

The morning beams that life and joy impart, 

Will with their influence warm my heart, 

And the full tear that down my cheek will 

steal. 
Will speak the prayer of praise I feel. 

Go thou and seek the House of Prayer I 
I to the woodlands bend my way, 

And meet Religion there ! 
She needs not haunt the high-arch'd dome to 

pray. 
Where storied windows dim the doubtful day : 
At liberty she loves to rove. 

Wide o'er the heathy hill or cowslipt dale ; 
Or seek the shelter of the embowering grove. 

Or with the streamlet wind along the vale. 
Sweet are these scenes to her ; and when the 

Night 
Pours in the North her silver streams of light, 
She woos reflection in the silent gloom. 
And ponders on the world to come. 

Robert Southey, 17 74-1 843. 
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PRAYER FOR MERCY. 

O Lord ! turn not thy face away 

From them that lowly lie, 
Lamenting sore their sinful life 

With tears and bitter cry ! 
Thy mercy-gates are open wide 

To them that mourn their sin ; 
Oh shut them not against us, Lord, 

But let us enter in I 

We need not to confess our fault, 

For siurely Thou canst tell ; 
What' we have done, and what we are, 

Thou knowest very well : 
^Vherefore, to beg and to entreat, 

With tears we come to Thee, 
As children that have done amiss 

Fall at their father's knee. 

And need we then, O Lord 1 repeat 

The blessing which we crave, 
When Thou dost know, before we speak, 

The thing that we would have 1 
Mercy, O Lord ! — ^mercy we seek — 

This is the total sum ! 
For mercy. Lord ! is all our prayer, — 

Oh, let Thy mercy come 1 

Sternhold. 
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THE MERRY MAY. 

Oh, the merry May has pleasant hours, 

And dreamily they glide, 
As if they floated like the leaves 

Upon a silver tide ; 
The trees are full of crimson buds. 

And the woods are full of birds. 
And the waters flow to music, 

Like a tune with pleasant words. 

The verdure of the meadow-land 

Is creeping to the hills. 
The sweet, blue-bosom'd violets 

Are blowing by the rills \ 
The Hlac has a load of balm 

For every wind that stirs, 
And the larch stands green and beautiful 

Amid the sombre firs. 

There 's perfume upon every wind — 

Music in every tree — 
Dews for the moisture-loving flowers — 

Sweets for the sucking bee : 
The sick come forth for the healing South, 

The young are gathering flowers j 
And life is a tale of poetry, 

That is told by golden hours. 
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It must be a true philosophy, 

That the spirit, when set free, 
Still lingers about its olden home, 

In the flower and the tree. 
For the pulse is stirred as with voices heard 

In the depth of the shady grove, 
And while lonely we stray through the fields 
away. 
The heart is answering love. 

N, P, Willis. 
-American. 



TO THE EVENING PRIMROSE. 

Fair flower, that shunn'st the glare of day, 
Yet lov*st to open, meekly bold, 

To evening's hues of sober gray, 
Thy cup of paly gold ; 

Be thine the offiering owing long 
To thee, and to this pensive hour, 

Of one brief tributary song. 
Though transient as thy flower, 

I love to watch, at silent eve, 
Thy scattered blossoms' lonely light, 

And have my inmost heart receive 
The influence of that sight. 
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I love at such an hour to mark 
Their beauty greet the night-breeze chill, 

And shine, 'mid shadows gathering dark, 
The garden's glory still. 

For such, 'tis sweet to think the while. 
When cares and griefs the breast invade. 

Is friendship's animating smile 
In sorrow's dark'ning shade. 

Thus it bursts forth, like thy pale cup, 
Glist'ning amid its dewy tears, 

And bears the sinking spirit up 
Amid its chilling fears. 

But still more animating far. 

If meek Religion's eye may trace. 

Even in thy glimmering earth-bom star, 
The holier hope of Grace. 

The hope, that as thy beauteous bloom 
Expands to glad the close of day. 

So through the shadows of the tomb 
May break forth Mercy's ray. 

Bernard Barton, i8- 






SONGS OF GOD AND NATURE. 1 83 



SABBATH MORNING. 

How still the morning of the halloVd day I 
Mute is the voice of rural labour, hush'd 
The ploughbo/s whistle and the milkmaid's song. 
The scythe hes gHttering in the dewy wreath 
Of tedded grass, mingled with fading flowers. 
That yester-mom bloom'd waving in the breeze. 
Sounds the most faint attract the ear — ^the hum 
Of early bee, the trickling of the dew, 
The distant bleating midway up the hill. 
Calmness seems throned on yon unmoving cloud. 
To him who wanders o'er the upland leas, 
The blackbird's note comes mellower from the dale : 
And sweeter from the sky the gladsome lark 
Warbles his heaven-tuned song ; the lulling brook 
Murmurs more gently down the deep-sunk glen ; 
While from yon lowly roof, whose curling smoke 
O'ermounts the mist, is heard at intervals 
The voice of psalms, the simple song of praise. 

With dove-like wings Peace o'er yon village broods ; 
The dizzying mill-wheel rests ; the anvil's din 
Hath ceased ; all, all around is quietness. 
Less fearful on this day, the limping hare 
Stops, and looks back, and stops, and looks on man, 
Her deadliest foe. The toil-worn horse, set free, 
Unheedful of the pasture, roams at large ; 
And, as his stiff unwieldy bulk he rolls. 
His iron-arm'd hoofs gleam in the morning ray. 
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But chiefly man the day of rest enjoys. 
Hail, Sabbath ! thee I hail the poor man's day. 
On other days, the man of toil is doom'd 
To eat his joyless bread, lonely, the ground 
Both seat and board, screened from the winter's cold 
And summer's heat by neighbouring hedge or tree j 
But on this day, embosomed in his home. 
He shares the frugal meal with those he loves ; 
With those he loves he shares the heartfelt joy 
Of giving thanks to God — not thanks of form, 
A word and a grimace, but reverently. 
With covered face and upward earnest eye. 
Hail, Sabbath ! thee I hail the poor man's day : 
The pale mechanic now has leave to breathe 
The morning air pure from the city's smoke ; 
While wandering slowly up the river side. 
He meditates on Him whose power he marks 
In each green tree that proudly spreads the bough, 
As in the tiny dew-bent flowers that bloom 
Around the roots ; and while he thus surveys 
With elevated joy each rural charm. 
He hopes (yet fears presumption in the hope) 
To reach those realms where Sabbath never ends. 
James Grahame, 1765-1811. 
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BIRDS OF PASSAGE. 

Birds, joyous birds of the wandering wing ! 
Whence is it ye come with the flowers of spring? 
" We come from the shores of the green old Nile, 
From the land where the roses of Sharon smile, 
From the palms that wave through the Indian sky, 
From the myrrh-trees of glowing Araby. 

" We have swept o'er cities in songs renowned — 

Silent they lie with the deserts round — 

We have crossed proud rivers, whose tide hath rolled 

All dark with the warrior-blood of old ; 

And each worn wing hath regained its home. 

Under peasants' roof-trees or monarch's dome." 

And what have ye found in the monarch's dome, 
Since last ye traversed the blue sea's foam % — 
" We have found a change, we have found a pall, 
And a gloom overshadowing the banquet hall, 
And a mark on the floor as of life-drops spilt — 
Naught looks the same, save the nest we built I** 

O joyous birds ! it hath still been so ; 
Through the halls of kings doth the tempest go I 
But the huts of the hamlet lie still and deep. 
And the hills o'er their quiet a vigil keep : 
Say, what have ye found in the peasant's cot 
Since last ye parted from that sweet spot ? — 
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"A change we have found there — and many a 

change ! 
Faces and footsteps, and all things strange ! 
Gone are the heads of the silvery hair, 
And the young that were have a brow of care, 
And the place is hush'd where the children pla/d — 
Naught looks the same, save the nest we made 1 " 

Sad is your tale of the beautiful earth, 
Birds that o'ersweep it in power and mirth ! 
Yet through the wastes of the trackless air 
Ye have a guide, and shall we despair ] 
Ye over desert and deep have pass'd — 
So may we reach our bright home at last ! 

Mks F. Hemans, 1793-1835. 
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THE INNER CALM. 

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm, 
While these hot breezes blow, 

Be like the night-dew's cooling balm 
Upon earth's fever'd brow. 

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm, 

Soft resting on Thy breast, 
Soothe me with holy hymn and psalm, 

And bid my spirit rest 
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Calm me, my God, and keep me calm ; 

Let Thine outstretched wing 
Be like the shade of Elim's palm 

Beside her desert spring. 

Yes, keep me calm, though loud and rude 

The sounds my ear that greet. 
Calm in the closed s solitude, 

Calm in the bustling street 

Calm in the hour of buoyant health, 

Calm in my hour of pain. 
Calm in my poverty or wealth, 

Calm in my loss or gain. 

Calm in the sufferance of wrong. 

Like Him who bore my shame. 
Calm 'mid the threatening, taunting throng. 

Who hate Thy holy name. 

Calm when the great world's news with power 

My listening spirit stir \ 
Let not the tidings of the hour 

E'er find too fond an ear. 

Calm as the ray of sun or star 

Which storms assail in vain, 
Moving unruffled through earth's war, 

The eternal calm to gain. 

HORATIUS BONAR, D.D. 

-Hymns of Faith and Hope. 
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THE SKYLARK. 

Bird of the wilderness, 

Blithesome and cumberless, 
Sweet be thy matin o'er moorland and lea ! 

Emblem of happiness, 

Blest is thy dwelling-place — 
Oh to abide in the desert with thee ! 

Wild is thy lay and loud, 

Far in the downy cloud. 
Love gives it energy, love gave it birth, 

Where, on thy dewy wing, 

Where art thou journeying? 
Thy lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth. 

O'er fell and fountain sheen. 

O'er moor and mountain green. 
O'er the red streamer that heralds the day. 

Over the cloudlet dim. 

Over the rainbow's rim, 
Musical cherub, soar, singing, away ! 

Then, when the gloaming comes. 

Low in the heather blooms. 
Sweet will thy welcome and bed of love be ! 

Emblem of happiness. 

Blest is thy dwelling-place — 
Oh to abide in the desert with thee ! 

James Hogg, 1772-1835. 
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WHAT ART THOU, MIGHTY ONE] 

What art thou, Mighty One ! and where Thy seat ? 

Thou broodest on the calm that cheers the lands. 

And thou dost bear within Thine awful hands 
The rolling thunders and the lightnings fleet 
Stem, on Thy dark-wrought car of cloud and wind. 

Thou guid'st the northern storm at nighf s dead 
noon, 

Or on the red wing of the fierce Monsoon, 
Disturb'st the sleeping giant of the Ind. 
In the drear silence of the polar span 

Dost Thou repose 1 or in the solitude 
Of sultry tracts, where the lone caravan 

Hears nightly howl the tiger's hungry brood ? 
Vain thought ! the confines of His throne to trace, 
Who glows through all the fields of boundless space. 
H. KiRKE White, 1785-1806. 



TO THE EVENING WIND. 

Spirit that breathest through my lattice — thou 
That cool'st the twilight of the sultry day — 

Gratefully flows thy freshness round my brow. 
Thou hast been out upon the deep at play, 
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Riding all day the wild blue waves till now, 
Roughening their crests, and scattering high their 
spmy, 
And swdiiftg the white sail — I welcome thee 
To the scorch'd land, thou wanderer of the sea ! 

Nor I alone : a thousand bosoms round 

Inhale thee in the fulness of delight, 
And languid forms rise up, and pulses bound 

Livelier, at coming of the wind at night ; 
And, languishing to hear thy grateful sound. 

Lies the vast island, stretched beyond the sight 
Go forth into the gathering shade — ^go forth, 
God's blessing breathed upon the fainting earth ! 

Go, rock the little wood-bird in his nest. 
Curl the still waters, bright with stars, and rouse 

The wide old wood from his majestic rest. 
Summoning from the innumerable boughs 

The strange, deep harmonies that haunt his breast : 
Pleasant shall be thy way where meekly bows 

The shutting flower, and darkling waters pass. 

And 'twixt the overshadowing branches and the grass. 

The faint old man shall lean his silver head 
To feel thee ; thou shalt kiss the child asleep, 

And dry the moistened curls that overspread 

His temples, while his breathing grows more deep : 

And they who stand about the sick man's bed 
Shall joy to listen to thy distant sweep, 

And softly part his curtains to allow 

Thy visit, grateful to his burning brow. 
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It^^ 

Go ; — ^but the circle of eternal change, 
Which is the life of nature, shall restore, 

With sounds and scents from all thy mighty Ifsnge, 
Thee to thy birth-place of the deep once nitere j 

Sweet odours in the sea-air, sweet and strange, "* 

Shall tell the home-sick mariner of the shore ; 

And, listening to thy murmur, he shall deem 

He hears the rustling leaf and running stream. 

W. C. Bryant, 1798 — 

— American. 



"SHOW US THE FATHER." 
John xiv. 8. 

Have ye not seen Him, when through parted snows 
Wake the first kindlings of the vernal green ? 

When 'neath its modest veil the arbutus blows, 
And the pure snow-drop bursts its folded screen 1 

When the wild rose, that asks no florist's care, 

Unfoldeth its rich leaves, have ye not seen Him there % 

Have ye not seen Him, when the infanfs eye. 

Through its bright sapphire-windows, shows the 
mindl 

When, in the trembling of the tear or sigh. 

Floats forth that essence, trembling and refined 1 

Saw ye not Him, the Author of our trust. 

Who breathed the breath of life into a firame of dust ? 
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Have ye not heard Him, when the tuneful rill 
Casts off its icy chains and leaps away? 

In thulltell echoing loud from hill to hill % 
In song^ of birds at break of summer's day] 

OT in the ocean*s everlasting roar, 

Battling the old gray rocks that sternly guard his shore % 

Amid the stillness of the Sabbath mom, 

When vexing cares in tranquil slumber rest, 
When in the heart the holy thought is bom, 
And Heaven's high impulse warms the waiting 
breast. 
Have ye not felt Him, while your kindling prayer 
Swelled out in tones of praise, announcing God was 
there? 

Show us the Father/ If ye fail to trace 
His chariot where the stars majestic roll. 

His pencil 'mid earth's loveliness and grace. 
His presence in the Sabbath of the soul. 

How can you see Him till the day of dread, 

When to assembled worlds the book of doom is read ] 

Mrs L. H. Sigourney. 

— American. 
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HYMN TO HESPERUS. 



■■■^■ 



Bright lonely beam, fair heavenly speck, 

That, calling all the stars to duty, 
Through stormless ether gleam'st to deck 

The fulgent west's unclouded beauty \ 
All silent are the fields, and still 

The umbrageous wood's recesses dreary, 
As if calm came at thy sweet will, 

And Nature of day's strife were weary. 

Fair star ! with soft repose and peace 

I hail thy vesper beam returning ; 
Thou seem'st to say that troubles cease 

In the pure sphere where thou art burning ; 
Sweet 'tis on thee to gaze and muse ; 

Sure angel wings around thee hover, 
And from life's fountain scatter dews. 

To freshen earth, day's fever over. 

Star of the bee ! with laden thigh 

Thy twinkle warns its homeward winging \ 
Star of the bird ! thou bidd'st her lie 

Down o'er her young, and hush her singing ; 
Star of the pilgrim ! travel-sore. 

How sweet, reflected in the fountains. 
He hails thy curclet gleaming o'er 

The shadow of his native mountains ! 

N 
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Thou art the Star of Freedom, thou 

Undo'st the bonds which gall the sorest ; 
Thou bring*st the ploughman from his plough ; 

Thou bring'st the woodman from his forest ; 
Thou bring'st the wave-worn fisher home, 

With all his scaly wealth around him ; 
And bidd'st the heart-sick school-boy roam 

Freed firom the lettered tasks that bound him. 

Star of the mariner ! thy car, 

0*er the blue waters twinkling clearly. 
Reminds him of his home afar. 

And scenes he still loves, ah, how dearly ! 
He sees his native fields, he sees 

Gray twilight gathering o'er his mountains, 
And hears the rustle of green trees. 

The bleat of flocks, and gush of fountains. 

Star of the mourner ! *mid the gloom. 

When droops the west o'er day departed. 
The widow bends above the tomb 

Of him who left her broken-hearted : 
Darkness within and night around. 

The joys of life no more can move her, 
When lo ! thou lightest the profound, 

To tell that Heaven's eye glows above her. 

Star of the lover ! Oh, how bright 
Above the copeswood dark thou shinest. 

As longs he for those eyes of light. 
For him whose lustre bums divinest ! 
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Earth and the things of earth depart, 
Transform'd to scenes and sounds elysian ; 

Warm rapture gushes o'er his heart, 
And life seems like a faery vision. 

Star of the poet ! thy pale fire, 

Awakening, kindling inspiration. 
Bums in blue ether, to inspire 

The loftiest themes of meditation ; 
He deems some holier, happier race 

Dwells in the orbit of thy beauty, 
Souls of the just, redeemed by grace, 

Whose path on earth was that of duty. 

Bright leader of the hosts of heaven ! 

When day from darkness God divided. 
In silence through the empyrean driven. 

Forth from the east thy chariot glided. 
Star after star, o'er night and earth, 

Shone out in brilliant revelation ; 
And all the angels sang for mirth. 

To hail the finished fair creation. 

Star of declining day, farewell ! 

Ere lived the patriarchs, thou wert yonder ; 
Ere Isaac 'mid the piny dell. 

Went forth at eventide to ponder ; 
And when to death's stem mandate bow 

All whom we love, and all who love us, 
Thou shalt uprise, as thou dost now. 

To shine, and shed thy tears above us. 
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Star that proclaims etemky ! 

When o'er the lost sun twilight weepeth, 
Thou lighfst thy beacon-tower on high, 

To say, " He is not dead, but sleepeth." 
And forth with dawn thou comest too. 

As all the hosts of night surrender, 
To prove thy sign of promise true. 

And usher in day's orient splendour. 

D. M. MoiR, 1 790-185 1. 
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THE DAISY. 

Not worlds on worlds in phalanx deep. 
Need we to prove a God is here ; 

The Daisy, fresh from nature's sleep, 
Tells of His hand in lines as clear. 

For who but He who arch'd the skies 
And pours the day-spring's living flood, 

Wondrous alike in all He tries. 
Could raise the Daisy's purple bud, 

Mould its green cup, its wiry stem. 
Its fringed border nicely spin, 

And cut the gold-embossed gem 
That, set in silver, gleams within I 
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And fling it unrestrained and free, 

O'er hill and dale and desert sod, 
That man, where'er he walks, may see 

In every step the stamp of God. 

Dr Mason Goode, 1764-1827. 



CREATOR, COME! 

Creator Spirit, by whose aid 

The world's foundations first were laid, 

Come visit every pious mind j 

Come pour Thy joys on human kind -, 

From sin and sorrow set us free. 

And make Thy temple worthy Thee. 

O Source of uncreated light. 
The Father's promised Paraclete \ 
Thrice-holy fount, thrice-holy fire. 
Our hearts with heavenly love inspire ; 
Come, and Thy sacred unction bring. 
To sanctify us while we sing. 

Plenteous of grace, descend from high. 
Rich in Thy seven-fold energy 1 
Thou strength of His almighty hand. 
Whose power doth heaven and earth comman 



IS 8 SONGS OF GOD AND NATURE. 

Proceeding Spirit, our defence 
Who dost the gift of tongues dispense, 
, And crown'st Thy gift with eloquence. 

Refine and purge our earthly parts ; 
But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts ! 
Our firailties help, our vice control, 
Submit the senses to the soul ; 
And when rebellious they are grown, 
Then lay Thy hand, and hold them down. 

Chase firom our minds the infernal foe, 
And peace, the fiiiit of love, bestow ; 
And lest our feet should step astray, 
Protect and guide us in the way. 

Make us eternal truths receive. 
And practise all that we believe : 
Give us Thyself, that we may see 
The Father, and the Son, by Thee. 

Immortal honour, endless fame. 
Attend the almighty Father's name ; 
The Saviour-Son be glorified, 
Who for lost man's redemption died : 
And equal adoration be, 
Eternal Paraclete, to Thee ! 

John Dryden, 1631-1700. 
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TO BLOSSOMS. 

Fair pledges of a fruitful tree, 

Why do ye fall so fast ? 

Your date is not so past, 
But you may stay yet here a while, 

To blush and gently smile 
And go at last 

What, were ye bom to be 

An hour or half's delight. 

And so to bid good night 1 
'Tis pity Nature brought ye forth 

Merely to shew your worth, 
And lose you quite. 

But you are lovely leaves, where we 
May read how soon things have 
Their end, though ne'er so brave : 
And after they have shewn their pride, 
Like you, a while, they glide 
Into the grave. 

K- Herrick, 1591-1660. 
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HYMN TO NATURE. 

O Nature ! holy, meek, and mild. 
Thou dweller on the mountain wild ; 
Thou haunter of the lonesome wood ; 
Thou wanderer by the secret flood ; 
Thou lover of the daisied sod, 
Where Spring's white foot hath lately trod ; 
Finder of flowers fresh-sprung and new. 
Where sunshine comes to seek the dew ; 
Twiner of bowers for lovers meet ; 
Thrice-sainted matron 1 in whose face 
Who looks in love will light on grace ; 
Far-worshipp'd goddess ! one who gives 
Her love to him who wisely lives ; — 
Oh ! take my hand, and place me on 
The daisied footstool of thy throne ; 
And pass before my darkened sight 
Thy hand which lets in charmed light \ 
And touch my soul, and let me see 
The ways of God, fair dame, in thee ! 
Or lead me forth o'er dales and meads. 
Even as her child the mother leads j 
Where com, yet milk in its green ears. 
The dew upon its shot-blade bears ; 
Where blooming clover grows, and where 
She licks her scented foot, the hare ; 
Where twin-nuts cluster thick, and springs 
The thistle with ten thousand stings ; 
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Untrodden flowers and unpruned trees, 
Gladden'd with songs of birds and bees ; 
The ring where last the fairies danced — 
The place where dank Will latest glanced — 
The tower round which the magic shell 
Of minstrel threw its lasting spell — 
The stream that steals its way along, 
To glory consecrate by song : 
And while we saunter, let thy speech 
God's glory and His goodness preach. 

Or, when the sun sinks, and the bright 
Round moon sheds down her lustrous light ; 
When larks leave song, and men leave toiling ; 
And hearths bum clear, and maids are smiling ; 
When hoary hinds, with rustic saws, 
Lay down to youth thy golden laws ; 
And beauty is her wet cheek laying 
To her sweet child, and silent praying , 
With Thee in hallow'd mood I '11 go. 
Through scenes of gladness or of woe ; 
Thy looks inspired, thy chasten'd speech, 
Me more than man hath taught, shall teach : 
And much that's gross, and more that's 

vain. 
As chaff from com, shall leave my strain. 

I feel thy presence and thy power. 
As feels the rain yon paxchfed flower ; 
It lifts its head, spreads forth its bloom. 
Smiles to the sky, and sheds perfume. 
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A child of woe, sprung from the clod, 
Through Thee seeks to ascend to God. 

Allan Cunningham, i 784-1842. 



RESIGNED! 

Yes, 'twill be over soon. — ^This sickly dream 

Of life will vanish from my feverish brain ; 
And death my wearied spirit will redeem 

From this wild region of unvary'd pain. 
Yon brook will glide as softly as before, — 

Yon landscape smile, — ^yon golden harvest grow,- 
Yon sprightly lark on mounting wing will soar 

When Henry's name is heard no more below. — 
I sigh when all my youthful friends caress. 

They laugh in health, and future evils brave ; 
Them shall a wife and smiling children bless. 

While I am mouldering in my silent grave. 
God of the just ! — Thou gavest the bitter cup ; 
I bow to Thy behest, and drink it up. 

Henry Kirke White, 1785-1806. 
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HYMN TO THE NIGHT. 

I HEARD the trailing garments of the Night 
Sweep through the marble halls ! 

I saw her sable skirts all fringed with light 
From the celestial walls ! 

I felt her presence, by its spell of might, 

Stoop o'er me from above ; 
The calm majestic presence of the Night, 

As of the one I love. 

I heard the sounds of sorrow and delight, 

The manifold, soft chimes. 
That fill the haunted chambers of the Night, 

Like some old poef s rhymes. 

From the cool cisterns of the midnight air 

My spirit drank repose ; 
The fountain*of perpetual peace flows there,- 

From those deep cisterns flows. 

O holy Night I from thee I learn to bear 

What man has borne before ! 
Thou la/st thy finger on the lips of Care, 

And they complain no more. 
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Peace! Peace! Orestes-like I breathe this prayer! 

Descend with broad-wing'd flight, 
The welcome, the thrice-pra/d for, the most fair, 
The best-beloved, Night ! 

H. W. Longfellow, 1807 — 
— American. 



BLESSED BE GOD FOR FLOWERS. 

Bless'd be God for flowers ! 
For the bright, gentle, holy thoughts that breathe 
From out their odorous beauty, like a wreath 

Of sunshine on life's hours ! 

Lightly upon thine eye 
Hath fallen the noontide sleep, my joyous bird ! 
And through thy parted lips the breath, scarce heard. 

Comes, Ukes a summer's sigh. 

One rosy hand is thrown 
Beneath thy rosier cheek, the other holds 
A group of sweet field-flowers, whose bloom unfolds 

A freshness like thine own. 

Around the fragrant prize 
With eager grasp, thy little fingers close ; 
What are the dreams that haunt thy sweet repose, 

What radiance greets thine eyes ] 
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For thou art smiling still ; — 
Art thou yet wandering in the quiet woods, 
Plucking th* expanded cups and bursting buds, 

At thine unfettered will? 

Or does some prophet voice. 
Murmuring amidst thy dreams, instinctive say — 
" Prize well these flowers, for thou, beyond to-day, 

Shalt in their spells rejoice !" 

Yes ! thou wilt learn their power. 
When, cherish'd not as now, thou stand'st alone. 
Compassed by sweetly-saddening memories, thrown 

Round thee by leaf or flower ! 

'Twill come ! as seasons come. 
The empire of the flowers, when these shall raise 
Round thee once more the forms of other days. 

Warm with the light of home ! 

" Shapes thou no more mayst see ; 
The household hearth, the heart-enlisted prayer ; 
All thou hast loved, and lost, and treasured there. 
Where thy best thoughts must be ! 

Ay, prize them well, my child ; 
The bright, young, blooming things that never die ; 
Pointing our hope to happier worlds, that lie 

Far o'er this earthly wild ! 
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Prize them, that, when forgot 
By all, their old familiar tints shall bring 
Sweet thoughts of ^?r whose dirge the deep winds sing. 

And whose love earth holds not ! 

Prize them, that through all- hours 
Thou hold'st sweet commune with their beauty there ; 
And, rich in this, through many a future year, 

Bless t^u our God for flowers ! 

Mrs C. Tinsley, 1848 — 
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THE TIME FOR PRAYER. 

When is the time for prayer? — 
With the first beams that light the morning sky, 
Ere for the toils of day thou dost prepare. 

Lift up thy thoughts on high : 
Commend thy loved ones to His watchful care : — 

Mom is the time for prayer ! 

And in the noontide hour, 
If worn by toil or by sad cares opprest. 
Then unto God thy spirit's sorrow pour. 

And He will give thee rest : — 
Thy voice shall reach Him through the fields of air :- 

Noon is the time for prayer ! 
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When the bright sun hath set, — 
Whilst yet eve's glowing colours deck the skies ; — 
When with the loved, at home, again thou'st met, 

Then let thy praise arise 
For those who in thy joys and sorrows share : — 

Eve is the time for prayer ! 

And when the stars come forth, — 
When to the trusting heart sweet hopes are given. 
And the deep stillness of the hour gives birth 

To pure bright dreams of heaven, — 
Kneel to thy God — ask strength, life'5 ills to bear : — 

Night is the time for prayer ! 

When is the time for prayer? 
In every hour, while life is spared to thee — 
In crowds or solitude — in joy or care — 

Thy thoughts should heavenward flee. 
At home — at mom and eve — ^with loved ones there. 

Bend thou the knee in prayer I 

Anonymous. 



A HYMN OF THE SEA. 

The sea is mighty, but a mightier sways 
His restless billows. Thou whose hands have scoop'd 
His boundless gulfs and built his shore. Thy breath, 
That moved in the beginning o'er his face. 
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Moves o'er it evermore. The obedient waves 
To its strong motion roll and rise and fall 
Still from that realm of rain thy cloud goes up, 
As at the first, to water the great earth 
And keep her valleys green. A hundred realms 
Watch its broad shadow warping on the wind, 
And in the drooping shower with gladness hear 
Thy promise of the harvest. I look forth 
Over the boundless blue, where, joyously, 
The bright crest of innumerable waves 
Glance to the sun at once, as when the hands 
Of a great multitude are upward flung 
In acclamation. * I behold the ships 
Gliding from cape to cape, from isle to isle. 
Or stemming toward far lands, or hastening home 
From the old world. It is thy friendly breeze 
That bears them with the riches of the land 
And treasures of dear lives, till, in the port, 
The shouting seaman climbs and furls the sail. 

But who shall bide Thy tempest % Who shall face 
The blast that wakes the fury of the sea ? 
O God ! Thy justice makes the world turn pale. 
When on the arm^d fleet that royally 
Bears down the surges, carrying war to smite 
Some city, or invade some thoughtless realm. 
Descends the fierce tornado. The vast hulks 
Are whirl'd like chaff upon the waves ; the sails 
Fly, rent like waves of gossamer ; the masts 
Are snapp'd asunder ; downward from the decks, 
Downward are slung into the fathomless gulf 
Their cruel engines j and their hosts, array'd 
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In trappings of the battle-field, are whelm'd 
By whirlpools, or d^h'd dead upon the rocks. 
Then stand the nations still with awe, and pause 
.A moment from the bloody work of war. 

These restless surges eat away the shores 
Of earth's old continents : the fertile plain 
Welters in shallows, headlands crumble down, 
And the tide drifts the sea-sand in the streets^ 
Of the drown'd city. ^ Thou, meanwhile, afar .^ 
In the green chambers of the middle sea, 
Where broadest spread the waters and the line - 
Sinks deepest, while no eye beholds Thy work, 
Creator ! Thou dost teach the coral-worm 
To lay his mightjfr.leefs. From age to age 
He builds beneath the waters, till at last 
His bulwarks overtop the brine, and check 
The long wave rolling from the southern pole 
To break upon Japan. Thou bidd'st the fires, 
That smoulder under ocean, heave on high 
The new-made mountains, and uplift their peaks, 
A place of refuge for the storm-driven bird. 
The birds and wafting billows plant the rifts 
With herb and tree ; sweet fountains gush j sweet airs 
Ripple the Hving lakes, that, fringed with flowers, 
Are gathered in the hollows. Thou dost look 
On Thy creation, and pronounce it good, 
Its valleys, glorious with their summer green, 
Praise Thee in silent beauty, and its woods. 
Swept by the murmuring winds of ocean, join 
The murmuring shores in a perpetual hymn. 

W. C. Bryant, 1798— 
— American, o 
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THE SUNBEAM. 

Thou art no lingerer in monarch's hall — 
A joy thou aj| and a wealth to all ! 
A bearer of hope unto land and sea — 
Sunibeam 1 what gift hath the world like thee 1 

lliou art walking the billows, and ocean smiles ; 
Thou hast touch'd with glory his thousand isles ; 
Thou hast lit up the ships and the feathery foam, 
And gladden'd the sailor like woids iirom home. 

To the solemn depths of the forest-shades, 
Thou art streaming on through their green 

arcades ; 
And the quivering leaves that have caught thy 

glow 
Like fire-flies glanjce to the pools below. 

I look'd on the mountains — a vapour lay 
Folding their heights in its dark array : 
Thou brakest forth, and the mist became 
A crown and a mantle of living flame. 

I look'd on the peasant's lowly cot — 
Something of sadness had wrapt the spot ; 
But a gleam of t^ee on its lattice fell. 
And it laugh'd into beauty at that bright spell. 
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To the earth's wild places a guest thou art, 
Flushing the ^aste like tHb rose's heart ; 
And thou scoraest not from thy pomp to shed 
A tender smile on the ruin's head. -^ 

Thou tak'st through the dim church-aisle thy way, 
And its pillars from twilight flap forth to day, ^ 
And its high, pale tombs, with their trophjes old. 
Are bathed in% flood as of molten gold. '^•" 

And thou tumest not from the humblest gllil^. 
Where a flower to the sighing winds may wave ; 
Thou scatter'st its gloom like the dreams of rest. 
Thou slecptk in love on its grassy breast 

Sunbeam of summer ! oh, what is like thee ? 
Hope of the wilderness, joy of the sea ! — 
One thing is like thee to mortals given. 
The faith touching all things with hues of heaven ! 
Mrs F. Hemans, 1793-1835. 



NATURE'S EVENING HYMN. 

How many days, with mute adieu, 
Have gone down yon untrodden sky, 

And still it looks as clear and blue 
As when it first was hung on high I 
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The rolling sun, the frowning cloud 

That drew the lightning in its rear, 
The thunder, tramping deep and loud, 

Have left no footmark there, 
« 
The village bells, with silver chime, 

Come soften'd by the distant shore ; 
Though I have heard them many a time, 

They never rang so sweet before. 
A silence rests upon the hill, 

A listening awe pervades the air : 
The very flowers are shut, and still, 

And boVd as if in prayer. 

And in this hush'd and breathless close, 

O'er earth, and air, and sky, and sea, 
That still low voice in silence goes. 

Which speaks alone, great God ! of Thee. 
The whispering leaves, the far-off brook. 

The linnet's warble fainter grown. 
The hive-bound bee, the lonely rook, — 

All these their Maker own. 

Now shine the starry hosts of light, 

Gazing on earth with golden eyes ; 
Bright guardians of the blue-broVd night I 

What are ye in your native skies ] 
I know not ! neither can I know. 

Nor on what leader ye attend. 
Nor whence ye came, nor whither go. 

Nor what your aim or end. 
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I know they must be holy things 

That from a roof so sacred shine, 
Where sounds the beat of angel-wings, 

And footsteps echo all divine. 
Their mysteries I never sought, » 

Nor hearkened to what Science tells. 
For oh ! in childhood I was taught 

That God amidst them dwells. 

The darkening woods, the fading trees, - 

The grasshopper's last feeble sound. 
The flowers just waken'd by the breeze. 

All leave the stillness more profound. 
The twilight takes a deeper shade. 

The dusky pathways blacker grow, 
And silence reigns in glen and glade, — 

All, all is mute below. 

And other eves as sweet as this, 

Will close upon as calm a day, 
And, sinking down the deep abyss, 

Will, Hkei the last, be swept away; 
Until eternity is gain'd. 

That boundless sea without a shore, 
That without time for ever reign'd, 

And will when time 's no more. 

Now nature sinks in soft repose, 

A living semblance of the grave ; 
The dew steals noiseless on the rose, 

The boughs have almost ceased to wave ; 
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The silent sky, the sleeping earth, 

Tree, mountain, stream, the humble sod. 
All tell from whom they had their birth, 
And cry, "Behold a God!" 

Thomas Miller. 
— Friendships Offerings 1836. 
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THE GIFT OF THE SABBATH. 

Fresh glides the brook and blows the gale, 
Yet yonder halts the quiet mill ; 

The whirring wheel, the rushing sail. 
How motionless and still ! 

Six days of toil, poor child of Cain, 

Thy strength the slave of Want may be, 

The seventh thy limbs escape the chain — 
A God hath made thee free ! 

Ah, tender was the law that gave 
This holy respite to the breast. 

To breathe the gale, to watch the wave, 
And know — ^the wheel may rest ! 

But where the waves the gentlest glide 
What image charms to lift thine eyes % 

The spire reflected on the tide 
Invites thee to the skies. 
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To teach the soul its nobler worth 
This rest from mortal toils is given ; 

Go, snatch the brief reprieve from earth, 
And pass — a guest to heaven. 

They tell thee, in their dreaming school, 
Of power from old dominion hurl'd. 

When rich and poor, with juster rule, 
Shall share the altered world. 

Alas ! since Time itself began. 

That fable hath but fool'd the hour ; 

Each age that ripens power in man, 
But subjects man to power. 

Yet every day in seven, at least. 

One bright republic shall be known ; — 

Man's world a while hath surely ceased. 
When God proclaims His own ! 

Six days may Rank divide the poor, 

O Dives, from thy banquet-hall — 
The seventh the Father opes the door. 

And holds His feast for all ! 

Sir K Bulwer Lytton, 1805 — 
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TO THE DANDELION. 

Dear common flower, that grow'st beside the way, 
Fringing the dusty road with harmless gold. 

First pledge of blithesome May, 
Which children pluck, and, full of pride, uphold, 

High-hearted buccaneers, o'erjoy'd that they 
An Eldorado in the grass have found. 

Which not the rich earth's ample round 
May match in wealth, — thou art more dear to me 
Than all the prouder summer blooms may be. 

Gold such as thine ne'er drew the Spanish prow 
Through the primeval hush of Indian seas. 

Nor wrinkled the lean brow 
Of age, to rob the lover's heart of ease : 

'Tis the spring's largess, which she scatters now 
To rich and poor alike, with lavish hand. 
Though most hearts never understand 
To take it at God's value, but pass by 
The offer'd wealth with unrewarded eye. 

Thou art my tropics and mine Italy : 
To look at thee unlocks a warmer clime ; 

The eyes thou givest me 
Are in the heart, and heed not space nor time : 

Not in mid June the golden-cuirass'd bee 
Feels a more summer-like, warm ravishment 
In the white lily's breezy tent, 
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His conquered Sybaris, than I, when first 
From the dark green thy yellow circles burst 

Then think I of deep shadows on the grass, — 
Of meadows where in sun the cattle graze, 

Where, as the breezes pass, 
The gleaming rushes lean a thousand ways, — 

Of leaves that slumber in a cloudy mass. 
Or whiten in the wind, — of waters blue 

That firom the distance sparkle through 
Some woodland gap, — and of a sky above, 
Where one white cloud like a stray lamb doth move. 

My childhood's earliest thoughts are link'd with 
thee; 
The sight of thee calls back the robin's song, 

Who, from the dark old tree, 
Beside the door, sang clearly all day long. 

And I, secure in childish piety. 
Listened as if I heard an angel sing 

With news from heaven, which he did bring 
Fresh every day to my untainted ears. 
When birds and flowers and I were happy peers. 

How like a prodigal doth nature seem. 
When thou, for all thy gold, so common art ! 

Thou teachest me to deem 
More sacredly of every human heart, 

Since each reflects in joy its scanty gleam 
Of heaven, and could some wondrous secret show, 
Did we but pay the love we owe, 
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And with a child's undoubting wisdom look 
On all these living pages of God's book. 

James Russell Lowell* 
— American. 



TO DAFFODILS. 

Fair daffodils, we weep to see 

You haste away so soon j 
As yet the early-rising sun 
Has not attained his noon : 
Stay, stay. 
Until the hastening day 

Has run 
But to the even-song ; 
And having prayed together, we 
Will go with you along ! 

We have short time to stay as you ; 

We have as short a spring ; 
As quick a growth to meet decay, 
As you, or anything : 
We die, 
As your hours do j and dry 

Away 
Like to the summer's rain. 
Or as the pearls of morning dew, 
Ne'er to be found again. 

Robert Herrick, i 591-1660. 
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HYMN BEFORE SUNRISE, IN THE 
VALE OF CHAMOUNY. 

[Besides the rivers Arve and Arveiron, which have their sources at the 
foot of Mont Blanc, five conspicuous torrents rush down its sides ; and 
within a few paces of the Glaciers, the Gentiana major grows in immense 
numbers, with its "flowers of loveliest blue."] 

Hast thou a charm to stay the Morning Star 
In his steep course ] So long he seems to pause 
On thy bald awful head, O sovran Blanc ! 
The Arv^ and Arveiron at thy base 
Rave ceaselessly ! but thou, most awful form 1 
Risest from forth thy silent Sea of Pines, 
How silently ! Around thee and above 
Deep is the air and dark, substantial, black. 
An ebon mass : methinks thou piercest it, 
As with a wedge ! But when I look again. 
It is thine own calm home, thy crystal shrine. 
Thy habitation from eternity ! 

dread and silent Mount ! I gazed upon thee. 
Till thou, still present to the bodily sense, 

Didst vanish from my thought : entranced in prayer 

1 worshipped the Invisible alone. 

Yet, like some sweet beguiling melody. 
So sweet, we know not we are listening to it, 
Thou, the meanwhile, wast blending with my thought, 
Yea, with my life and life's own secret joy ; 
Till the dilating soul, enrapt, transfused, 
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Into the mighty vision passing — there 

As in her natural form, sweird vast to Heaven ! 

Awake, my soul ! not only passive praise 
Thou owest ! not alone these swelling tears. 
Mute thanks and secret ecstasy ! Awake, 
Voice of sweet song ! Awake, my heart, awake ! 
Green vales and icy cliffs, all join my hymn. 

Thou first and chief, sole Sovereign of the Vale ! 
Oh, struggling with the darkness all the night, 
And visited all night by troops of stars, 
Or when they climb the sky or when they sink : 
Companion of the Morning Star at dawn, 
Thyself earth's rosy star, and of the dawn 
Co-herald : wake, oh, wake, and utter praise I 
Who sank thy sunless pillars deep in earth % 
Who fiird thy countenance with rosy light ? 
Who made thee Parent of perpetual streams ? 

And you, ye five wild torrents fiercely glad ! 
Who call'd you forth firom night and utter death, 
From dark and icy caverns call'd you forth, 
Down those precipitous, black, jagged rocks 
For ever shattered and the same for ever % 
Who gave you your invulnerable life. 
Your strength, your speed, your fury, and your 

joy, 

Unceasing thunder and eternal foam % 

And who commanded, (and the silence came,) 

Here let the billows stiffen, and have rest? 
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Ye Ice-falls ! ye that from the mountain's brow 
Adown enormous ravines slope amain — 
Torrents, methinks, that heard a mighty Voice, 
And stopped at once am\d their maddest plunge ! 
Motionless torrents ! silent cataracts 1 
Who made you glorious as the Gates of Heaven 
Beneath the keen full moon % Who bade the sun 
Clothe you with rainbows ] Who, with living flowers 
Of loveliest blue, spread garlands at your feet % — 
God ! let the torrents, like a Shout of Nations 
Answer ! and let the ice-plains echo, God ! 
God ! sing ye meadow-streams with gladsome voice I 
Ye pine-groves, with your soft and soul-like sounds ! 
And they too have a voice, yon piles of snow, 
And in their perilous fall shall thunder, God ! 

Ye living flowers that skirt the eternal frost ! 
Ye wild goats sporting round the eagle's nest ! 
Ye eagles, playmates of the Mountain Storm 1 
Ye lightnings, the dread arrows of the clouds ! 
Ye signs and wonders of the elements ! 
Utter forth God, and fill the hills with praise I 

Thou too, hoar Mount! with thy sky-pointing peaks, 
Oft from whose feet the avalanche, unheard, 
Shoots downward, glittering through the pure serene, 
Into the depth of clouds, that veil thy breast — 
Thou too again, stupendous Mountain ! thou 
That as I raise my head, a while bowed low 
In adoration, upward from thy base 
Slow travelling with dim eyes suffused with tears, 
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Solemnly seemest, like a vapoury cloud, 
To rise before me — Rise, oh, ever rise. 
Rise like a cloud of incense, from the earth ! 
Thou kingly Spirit throned among the hills, 
Thou dread Ambassador from Earth to Heaven, 
Great Hierarch ! tell thou the silent sky. 
And tell the stars, and tell yon rising sun. 
Earth, with her thousand voices, praises God. 

S. T. Coleridge, 177 2-1 834. 



OH, HEAVEN IS NEARER. 

Oh, heaven is nearer than mortals think, 

When they look with a trembling dread 
At the misty future that stretches on 

From the quiet home of the dead. 
Tis no lone isle in a boundless main, 

No brilliant but distant shore, 
Where the lovely ones who are call'd away 

Must go to return no more. 

No ! heaven is near us, the mighty veil 

Of mortality blinds the eye, 
That we cannot see the angel bands 

On the shores of eternity : 
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Yet oft in the hours of holy thought, 

To the thirsting soul is given 
That power to pierce through the mists of sense 

To the beauteous scenes of heaven. 

Then very near seems its pearly gates, 

And sweetly its harpings fall, 
Till the soul is restless to soar away 
And longs for the angel call. 
I know when the silver cord is loosed, 

When the veil is rent away, 
Not long and dark shall the passage be 

To the realms of endless day. 

The eye that shuts in a dying hour 

Shall open the next in bliss ; 
The welcome shall sound in the heavenly world 

Ere the farewell is hush'd in this. 
We pass from the clasp of mourning friends 

To the arms of the loved or lost, 
And those dear faces shall greet us then 

Which on earth we have cherished most. 

Anonymous. 
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THE NEW MOON. 

When, as the garish day is done, 
Heaven bums with the descended sun, 

'Tis passing sweet to mark, 
Amid that flush of crimson light, 
The new moon's modest bow grow bright 

As earth and sky grow dark. 

Few are the hearts too cold to feel 
A thrill of gladness o'er them steal. 

When first the wandering eye 
Sees faintly, in the evening blaze. 
That glimmering curve of tender rays 

Just planted in the sky. 

The sight of that young crescent brings 
Thoughts of all fair and youthful things — 

The hopes of early years, 
And childhood's purity and grace. 
And joys that like a rainbow chase 

The passing shower of tears. 

The captive yields him to the dream 
Of freedom, when that virgin beam 

Comes out upon the air ; 
And painfully the sick man tries 
To fix his dim and burning eyes 

On the soft promise there. 
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And there do thoughtful men behold 
A type of errors, loved of old, 

Forsaken and forgiven ; 
And thoughts and wishes not of earth, 
Just opening in their early birth. 
Like that new light in heaven. 

William Cullen Bryant, 1798 — 
-American. 



THE MOTHER'S CALL. 

Come, sweet ones ! come to the fields with me, 

I hear the hum of the honey bee, 

I hear the call of the gray cuckoo, 

I hear the note of the shrill curlew, 

I hear the cry of the hunting hawk. 

The sound of the dove in our 'customed walk. 

The song of the lark, the tongue of the rill. 

The shepherd's shout on the pastvure hilL 

My sweet ones ! all come forth and play. 
The air is balm, and I smell new hay ; 
Come, breathe of the flowers, and see how neat 
The milkmaid trips on her scented feet ; 
Young folks come forth all joy, and run 
Abroad as bright as beams of the sun ; 
Old men step out with a sadder grace. 
And matrons come with a graver pace, 
p 
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The smoke streams up, and the air is rife 
With joy, and all is light and Ufe ; 
From east to west there 's not a stain 
In all the sky, and the birds are fain, 
And the beasts are glad, while man in song 
Breaks out, for rain has lorded long, 
And earth has drunk more than her need, 
To fill her flowers and nurse her seed. 

Now, now ye come, my little ones all ! 

As the young doves come at their mother's call ; 

One run to yon tall fox-glove, and see 

At his breakfast of balm the golden bee ; 

Another go hunt from bud to bloom 

The worm that flies with a painted plume, 

Or see the doe solicitous lead 

Her twin fawns forth to the odorous mead, 

Or mark the nestlings newly flown, 

With their tender wings, and their crests of down. 

But stay, my children ! — Ere ye run. 
Who made the sky, and yon glorious sun ? 
Who framed the earth, and strew'd it sweet 
With flowers, and set it 'neath mankind's feet 1 
'Twas One in heaven. Kneel down and lay 
Your white foreheads to the grass, and pray ; 
And render Him praise, and seek to be 
Pure, good and modest — then come to me. 

Allan Cunningham, 17 84-1 842. 
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MORNING SACRIFICE. 

When first thine eyes unveil, give thy soul leave 

To do the like ; our bodies but forerun 

The spirit's duty : true hearts spread and heave 

Unto their God as flowers do to the sun ; 

Give Him thy first thought then, so shalt thou keep 

Him company all day, and in Him sleep. 

Yet never sleep the sun up ; prayer should 
Dawn with the day : there are set awfiil hours 
'Twixt heaven and us ; the manna was not good 
After sun-rising ; for day sullies flowers j 
Rise to prevent the sun ; sleep doth sins glut. 
And heaven's gate opens when the world's is shut. 

Walk with thy fellow-creatures : note the hush 
And whisperings amongst them. — Not a spring 
Or leaf but hath his morning hymn ; each bush 
And oak doth know I Am. — Canst thou not sing? 
Oh, leave thy cares and follies ! go this way, 
And thou art sure to prosper all the day. 

Serve God before the world ; let Him not go 
Until thou hast a blessing ; then resign 
The whole unto Him, and remember who 
Prevailed by wrestling ere the sun did shine : 
Pour oil upon the stones, weep for thy sin, 
Then journey on, and have an eye to heaven. 
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Mornings are mysteries : the first, world's youth, 
Man's resurrection, and the future's bud, 
Shroud in their births ; the crown of life, light, truth, 
Is styled their star ; the stone and hidden food : 
Three blessings wait upon them, one of which 
Should move — they make us holy, happy, rich. 

When the world 's up, and every swarm abroad, 
Keep well thy temper, mix not with each day : 
Despatch necessities, life hath a load 
Which must be carried on, and safely may ; 
Yet keep those cares without thee ; let the heart 
Be God's alone, and choose the better part. 

Henry Vaughan, i 6 14-1695. 



THE RAINBOW. 

Mountain ! that first received the foot of man. 
Giving him shelter when the shoreless flood 
That whelm'd a buried world went surging by, 
I see thee in thy lonely grandeur rise ; 
I see the white-hair'd Patriarch, as he knelt 
Beside his earthen altar 'mid his sons. 
While beat in praise the only pulse of life 
Upon this buried planet. — O'er the gorged 
And furrow'd soil swept forth a numerous train, 
Homed, or cloven-footed, fierce or tame, 
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While, mix*d with song, the sound of countless wings. 
His rescued prisoners, fann'd the ambient air. 

The sun drew near his setting, clothed in gold, 
But on the Patriarch, ere from prayer he rose, 
A darkly-cinctured cloud chill tears had wept, 
And rain-drops lay upon his silver hairs. 
Then burst an arch of wondrous radiance forth, 
Spanning the vaulted skies. Its mystic scroll 
Proclaim'd the amnesty that pitying Heaven 
Granted to earth, all desolate and void. 

O signet-ring ! with which the Almighty seaFd 
His treaty with the remnant of the clay 
That shrank before Him, to remotest time 
Stamp wisdom on the souls that turn to thee. 
Sublime Instructor I who four thousand years 
Hast ne'er withheld thy lesson, but unfurl'd. 
As shower and sunbeam bade, thy glorious scroll, 
Oft, 'mid the summer's day, I musing sit 
At my lone casement, to be taught of thee. 
Bom of the tear-drop and the smile, methinks, 
Thou hast affinity with man, for such 
His elements and pilgrimage below. 
Our span of strength and beauty fades like thine. 
Yet stays its fabric on eternal truth 
And boundless mercy. 

The wild floods may come, 
The everlasting foimtains burst their bounds. 
The exploring dove without a leaf return. 
Yea, the fires glow that melt the solid rock. 



230 SONGS OF GOD AND NATURE. 

And earth be wrecked : What then ? Be still, my soul ; 
Enter thine ark ; God's promise cannot fail ; 
For surely as yon rainbow tints the cloud, 
His truth, thine Ararat, will shelter thee. 

Mrs L. H. Sigourney. 
— AmerkafL 



PRAY I 

Where then shall hope and fear their objects find ? 

Must dull suspense corrupt the stagnant mind % 

Must helpless man, in ignorance sedate, 

Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate ? 

Must no dislike alarm, no wishes rise, 

No cries invoke the mercies of the skies ? 

Inquirer, cease ! petitions yet remain 

Which Heaven may hear, nor deem religion vain. 

Still raise, for good, the supplicating voice. 

But leave to Heaven the measure and the choice ; 

Safe in His power, whose eyes discern afar 

The secret ambush of a specious prayer. 

Implore His aid ; in His decisions rest 

Secure : whatever He gives. He gives the best ; 

Yet, when the sense of sacred presence fires. 

And strong devotion to the skies aspires. 

Pour forth thy fervours for a peaceful mind, 

Obedient passions, and a will resign'd ; 
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For love, which scarce collective man can fill ; 
For patience, sovereign o'er transmuted ill \ 
For faith, that, panting for a happier seat, 
Counts death kind nature's signal for retreat ; — 
These goods for man the laws of heaven ordain ; 
These goods He grants, who grants the means to gain \ 
With these celestial wisdom calms the mind. 
And makes the happiness she does not find. 

Samuel Johnson, 1709-1785. 



A DREAM OF SUMMER. 

Bland as the morning breath of June, 

The south-west breezes play ; 
And through its haze the winter noon 

Seems warm as summer's day. 

The snow-plumed angel of the north 

Has dropped his icy spear ; 
Again the mossy earth looks forth, 

Again the streams gush clear. 

The fox his hill-side cell forsakes, 
The musk-rat leaves his nook. 

The blue-bird in the meadow brakes 
Is singing with the brook. 
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" Bear up, O Mother Nature !" cry 
Bird, breeze, and streamlet free ; 

** Our winter voices prophesy 
Of summer days to thee ! " 

So, in those winters of the soul, 

By bitter blasts and drear 
O'erswept by memor/s frozen pole, 

Will sunny days appear. 
Reviving hope and faith, they show 

The soul its living powers, 
And how beneath the winter's snow 

Lie germs of summer flowers ! 

The night is mother of the day, 

The winter of the spring. 
And ever upon old decay 

The greenest mosses cling ; 
Behind the cloud the star-light lurks. 

Through showers the sunbeams fall ; 
For God, who loveth all His works. 

Has left His hope with all ! 

John G. Whittier. 
— American, 
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PIETY. 

O PIETY ! O heavenly Piety ! 
She is not rigid as fanatics deem, 
But warm as Love, and beautiful as Hope. 

Prop of the weak, the crown of humbleness, 
The clue of doubt, the eyesight of the bUnd, 
The heavenly robe and garniture of clay ! 

He that is crown'd with that supernal crown, 
Is lord and sovereign of himself and Fate, 
And angels are his friends and ministers. 

Clad in that raiment, ever white and pure. 
The wayside mire is harmless to defile. 
And rudest storms sweep impotently by. 

The pilgrim wandering amid crags and pits. 
Supported by that staff shall never fall : — 
He smiles at peril, and defies the storm. 

Shown by that clue, the doubtfiil path is clear, 
The intricate snares and mazes of the world 
Are all unlabyrinth'd and bright as day. 

Sweet Piety ! divinest Piety ! 
She has a soul capacious as the spheres, 
A heart as large as all humanity. 
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Who to his dwelling takes that visitant, 
Has a perpetual solace in all pain, 
A friend and comforter in every grief. 

The noblest domes, the haughtiest palaces, 
That know not her, have ever open gates 
Where misery may enter at her will 

But from the threshold of the poorest hut 
Where she sits smiling, sorrow passes by. 
And owns the spell that robs her of her sting. 

Charles Mackay, 1814 — 



TO THE GRASSHOPPER AND 
THE CRICKET. 

Green little vaulter in the simny grass, 
Catching yoiu* heart up at the feel of June, 
Sole voice that 's heard amidst the lazy noon, 

When e'en the bees lag at the summoning brass ; 

And you, warm little housekeeper, who class 

With those who think the candles come too soon. 
Loving the fire ; and with your tricksome tune 

Nick the glad silent moments as they pass ; 

O sweet and tiny cousins, that belong, 
One to the fields, the other to the hearth, 
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Both have your sunshine; both, though small, are 
strong • 

At your clear hearts ; and both were sent on earth 
To sing in thoughtful ears this natural song, — 
In doors and out, summer and winter, — mirth, 
Leigh Hunt, 1784-1859. 



HYMN TO THE AIR. 

The mightiest thou among the powers of earth, 
The viewless agent of the unseen God, 

What immemorial era saw thy birth ] 
What pathless fields of new creation trod 

Thy noiseless feet 1 Where was thy dwelling-place 
In the bhnd realm of chaos, ere the word 
Of sovereign order by the stars was heard. 

Or the young planet knew her Maker's face % 

No wrecks are hid in thine unfathom'd sea ; 
Thy crystal tablets no inscription bear ; 

The awful Infinite is shrined in thee. 
Immeasurable Air I 

Thou art the soul wherein the earth renews 
The nobler life that heals her primal scars ; 

Thine is the mantle of all-glorious hues. 

Which makes her beautifiil among the stars ; 
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Thine is the essence that informs her frame 
With manifold existence, thine the wing 
From gulfs of outer darkness sheltering, 

And from the sun*s uplifted sword of flame. 

She sleeps in thy protection, lives in thee ; 
Thou makest the foreheads of her mountains 
smile ; 

His heart to thine, the all-surrounding sea 
Spreads thy blue drapery o'er his cradled isle. 

Thou art the breath of Nature and the tongue 
Unto her dumb material being granted. 
And by thy voice her sorrowing psalms are chanted — 
Her hymns of triumph sung ! . 

Thine azure fountains nourish all that lives : 
For ever drained, yet ever brimming o'er, 
Their billows in eternal freshness pour, 

And from her choicest treasury Nature gives 

A glad repayment of the debt she owes. 
Replenishing thy sources : — balmy dews. 
That on thy breast their summer tears diffuse ; 

Strength from the pine, and sweetness from the 
rose; 

The spice of gorgeous Ind, the scents that fill 
Ambrosial forests in the isles of palm ; 

Leagues of perennial bloom on every hill ; 
Lily and lotus in the waters calm ; 

And where the torrent leaps to take thy wing, 
But dashes out its life in diamond spray. 

Or multitudinous waves of ocean fling 

Their briny strength along thy rapid way — 
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Escapes some virtue, which from thee they hold : . 
And even the grosser exhalations, fed 
From earth*s decay. Time's crowded chamel-bed, 

Fused in thy vast alembic, turn to gold. 

Man is thy nursling, universal Air ! 

No kinder parent fosters him than thou : 
How soft thy fingers dally with his hair ! 

How sweet their pressure on his fever'd brow ! 
In the dark lanes where squalid misery dwells, 

Where the fresh glories of existence shun 
The childhood nurtured in the city's hells, 

And eyes that never saw the morning sun, 
Pale cheeks for thee are pining, heavy sighs 
Drawn from the depth of weary hearts arise — 
The flower of hfe is withered on its stem 

And the black shade the loathsome walls 
enclose. 

Day after day more drear and stifling grows, 
Till heaven itself seems forfeited to them ! 
What marvel, then, as from a fever'd dream 

The d)dng wakes, to feel his forehead fann'd 
By thy celestial freshness, he should deem 

The death-sweat dried beneath an angel's hand % 
That tokens of the violet-sprinkled sod. 

Breathed like a blessing o'er his closing eyes. 

Should promise him the peace of Paradise — 
The pardon of his God ! 

What is the scenery of earth to thine 1 
Here, all is fix'd in everlasting shapes, 
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But where the realms of gorgeous Cloudland shine, 
There stretch afar thy sun-illumined capes, 

Embaying reaches of the amber seas 
Of sunset, on whose tranquil bosom lie 
The happy islands of the upper sky. 

The halcyon shores of thine Atlantides. 

Anon the airy headlands change, and drift 
Into sublimer forms, that slowly heave 
Their toppling masses up the front of eve, 

Crag heaped on crag, with many a fiery rift. 

And hoary summits, throned beyond the reach 
Of Alp or Caucasus : again they change. 
And down the vast, interminable range 

Of towers and palaces, transcending each 

The workmanship of Fable-Land, we see 

The " crystal hyaline " of heaven's own floor — 

The radiance of the far Eternity 
Reflected on thy shore 1 

To the pure calm of thy cerulean deeps 
The jar of earth-bom tumult cannot climb ; 

There ancient Silence her dominion keeps. 
Beyond the narrow boundaries of Time. 

The taint of sin, the vapours of the world. 
The smoke of godless altars, hang below, 

Staining thy marge, but not a cloud is curFd 
Where those supernal tides of ether flow. 

What vistas ope from those serener plains ! 

What dawning splendours touch thine azure towers 1 
When some fair soul, whose path on earth was ours, 

The starry freedom of its wing regains, 
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Shall it not linger for a moment there, * 

One last divine regret to earth returning, — 
One look, where Light ineffable is burning 
In heaven's immortal air ! 

Thine are the treasuries of hail and snow ; i 

Thy hand lets fall the Thunder's bolt of fire, 
And when from out thy seething caldrons blow 

The vapours of the whirlwind, spire on spire 
In terrible convolution wreath'd and blent, 

The unimagined strength that lay concealed 

Within thy quiet bosom, is reveal'd 
To the rack'd earth and trembling firmament. 
And thou dost hold, awaiting God's decree, 

The keys of all destruction : — in that hour 

When the Almighty Wrath shall loose thy power, 
Before thy breath shall disappear the sea. 
To ashes turn the mountains' mighty frame. 

And as the seven-fold fervours wider roll. 

Thou, self-consuming, shrivel as a scroll. 
And wrap the world in one wide pall of flame ! 

Putnam's Monthly Magazine. 
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THE SPIRIT OF BEAUTY. 

The Spirit of Beauty unfurls her light, 
And wheels her course in a joyous flight ; 
I know her track through the balmy air, 
By the blossoms that cluster and whiten there ; 
She leaves the tops of the mountains green, 
And gems the valley with crystal sheen. 

At mom I know where she rested at night. 
For the roses are gushing with dewy delight ; 
Then she mounts again, and around her flings 
A shower of light from her purple wings, 
Till the spirit is drunk with the music on high, 
That silently fills it with ecstasy ! 

At noon she hies to a cool retreat, 

Where bowering elms over waters meet ; 

She dimples the wave where the green leaves dip. 

That smiles, as it curls like a maiden's lip. 

When her tremulous bosom would hide in vain 

From her lover the hope that she loves again. 

At eve she hangs o'er the western sky, 
Dark clouds for a glorious canopy ; 
And round the skirts of each sweeping fold 
She paints a border of crimson and gold. 
Where the lingering sunbeams love to stay 
When their god in his glory has pass'd away. 
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She hovers around us at twilight hoiu*, 

When her presence is felt with the deepest power ; 

She mellows the landscape and crowds the stream 

With shadows that flit like a fairy dream ; 

Still wheeling her flight through the gladsome air, 

The Spirit of Beauty is ever3rwhere. 

RuFus Dawes. 
Atnerkatk 



PRESENT FOR EVER I 

Dweller in heaven, and Ruler below ! 

Fain would I know Thee, yet tremble to know ! 

How can a mortal deem how it may be, 

That being cannot be, but present with Thee % 

Is it true that Thou saVst me ere I saw the mom % 

Is it true that Thou kneVst me before I was bom % 

That nature must live in the Ught of Thine eye % 

This knowledge for me is too great and too high ! 

That, fly I to noonday, or fly I to night, 
To shroud me in darkness, or bathe me in light, 
The light and the darkness to Thee are the same, 
And still in Thy presence of wonder I am ! 
Should I with the dove to the desert repair. 
Or dwell with the eagle in clough of the air ; 
In the desert afar, on the mountain's wild brink, 
From the eye of Omnipotence still I must shrink. 
9 
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Or mount I on wings of the morning away, 
To caves of the ocean unseen by the day, 
And hide in these uttermost parts of the sea, 
Even there to be living and moving in Thee ! 
Nay, scale I the cloud in the heavens to dwell ; 
Or make I my bed in the shadows of hell ; 
Can science expound, or humanity frame. 
That still Thou art present, and all are the same 1 

Yes, present for ever ! Almighty — alone ; 
Great Spuit of Nature, unbounded, unknown ! 
What mind can embody Thy presence divine ? 
I know not my own being ! how can I Thine 1 
Then humbly and low in the dust let me bend. 
And adore what on earth I can ne'er comprehend ; 
The mountains may melt, and the elements flee, 
Yet a universe still be rejoicing in Thee ! 

James Hogg, 1772-1835. 
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THE BRIGHT, BRIGHT FLOWERS. 

Oh ! they look upward in every place 
Through this beautiful world of ours. 

And dear as a smile on an old friend's face 
Is the smile of the bright, bright flowers ! 
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They tell us of wanderings by woods and streams ; 

They tell us of lanes and trees ; 
But the children of showers and sunny beams 

Have lovelier tales than these — 

The bright, bright flowers ! 

They tell of a season when men were not, 

When earth was by angels trod. 
And leaves and flowers in every spot 

Burst forth at the call of God ; 
When sphits, singing their hymns at even, 

Wander'd by wood and glade. 
And the Lord look'd down from the highest 
heaven, 

And bless'd what He had made — 

The bright, bright flowers ! 

That blessing remaineth upon them still, 

Though often the storm-cloud lowers. 
And frequent tempests may soil and chill 

The gayest of earth's fair flowers. 
When Sin and Death, with their sister Grief, 

Made a home in the hearts of men. 
The blessing of God on each tender leaf 

Preserved in their beauty then — 

The bright, bright flowers 1 

The lily is lovely as when it slept 

On the waters of Eden's lake ; 
The woodbine breathes sweetiy as when it crept. 

In Eden, from brake to brake. 
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They were left as a proof of the loveliness 

Of Adam and Eve's first home : 
They are here as a type of the joys that bless 
The just m the world to come — 

The bright, bright flowers ! 

Anonymous. 
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THE OMNIPOTENT. 

Great God ! whose essence pure, divine. 

Doth comprehend immensity ! 

Past, present, future, all combine. 

To form Thy vast eternity ! 

Thy works, magnificent and grand, 

Bear the bright impress of Thy hand : 

The earth, in all its rich attire ; 

The heavens, with all their globes of fire ; 

All things that live, and breathe, and move. 

Declare Thy wisdom, power, and love. 

Nature, with one consenting tongue. 

Bursts into harmony and song ; 

To Thee her cheerful paeans rise. 

Great Former of the earth and skies ! 

But impious men refuse to hear. 

To feel, to love, though Thou art near — 
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Madly reject the evidence, 
Of thine eternal Providence ; 
And strive to hurl the Almighty One 
From off His high and holy throne. 

What dost thou, Infidel, propose 1 
What is thy aim % Dost thou suppose 
Thy captious reasonings can destroy 
The truth that fills my heart with joy? 
Vain sophist : see what forms arise 
Enrobed in light before thine eyes j 
Mark how the vivid planets roll, 
In order fix'd fi-om pole to pole ; 
Led by the moon, whose silver beam 
Trembles in beauty o'er the stream. 

See the refiilgent orb of day, 
His rising glories wide display. 
When he reveals the field, the wood, 
Or flames across the ocean flood ; 
But when he sinks behind the hills. 
And chaos-gloom creation fills. 
Whose voice shall bid the monarch rise. 
And rule again the azure skies % 
His that awakes the ruddy mom. 
Unveils the light, and worlds are bom. 

Great Source of light, and life, and love. 
For me Thou bidd'st the seasons move \ 
For me the trees and flowers unfold 
Then: rainbow-tints and fiiiits of gold j 
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The bearded com adoms the field, 
The streams their limpid waters yield ; 
The morning light, the evening shade, 
For me alternate rise and fade : 
Thou didst my soul overflow with joy ; — 

let Thy praise my lips employ. 

My spirit would Thy wonders trace 
Through yonder ether-realms of space ; 
Would fly on some bright cherub's wings 
Beyond these transitory things. 
Earth is too limited a sphere 
For the immortal mind's career : 

1 pant, I long, to soar away. 

To vaster worlds, to brighter day ! 
Oh, let me burst this frail ^bode, 
And see Thy face. Creator, God ! 

All things in nature's wide domain. 
The crystal vault — the verdant plain — 
The sea — the storm's tempestuous rage, 
My wondering raptured soul engage : 
But chiefly man — majestic man ! 
Her noblest work ! her master plan ! 
Who gave him birth ? who framed his soul 1 
What does the universe control 1 
Fate 1 chance 1 caprice ? — away with these. 
And give the Omnipotent the praise ! 
—French of Asselan, 
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TO THE MORNING ^AR. 

Thy smile of beauty, Star! 
Brings gladness on the gloomy face of night — 

Thou comest from afar, 
Pale Mystery ! so lonely and so bright, 
A thing of dreams — a vision from on high — 
A virgin spirit — light — a type of purity ! 

Star ! nightly wanderest thou 
Companionless along thy far, cold way : — 

From Time's first breath till now. 
On thou hast flitted like an ether-fay ! 
Where is the land from whence thou first arose ; 
And where the place of light to which thy pathway 
goesi 

Pale Dawn's first messenger ! 
Thou prophet-sign of brightness yet to be I 

Thou tellest Earth and Air 
Of Light and Glory following after thee ; 
Of smiling Day 'mong wild, green woodlands sleeping ; 
And God's own sun, o'er all, its tears of brightness 
weeping ! 

Sky sentinel ! when first 
The Nomad Patriarch saw thee from his hill 

Upon his vision burst. 
Thou wast as pure and feir as thou art still ; 
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vnd changelete thou hast look'd on race, and name, 
And nation, lost since then — ^but Tkou art yet the same ! 

Night's youngest child ! fair gem ! 
The hoar astrologer o'er thee would cast 

His glance, and to thy name 
His own would join; then tremble when thou 
wast 
In darkness ; and rejoice when, like a bride, 
Thou blush'd to Earth — and thus the dreamer dream'd 
and died ! 

Pure Star of Morning Love I 
The daisy of the sky's blue plain art thou ; 

And thoughts of youth are wove 
Round thee, as round the flowers that freshly blow 
In bushy dells, where thrush and blackbird sing — 
Flower-Star, the dreams of youth and heaven thou 
back dost bring ! 

Star of the Mom ! for thee 
The watcher by affection's couch doth wait ; 

'Tis thine the bliss to see 
Of lovers fond who 'mid the broom have met ; 
Into the student's home thine eye doth beam ; 
Thou listenest to the words of many a troubled dream ! 

Lone thing ! — yet not more lone 
Than many a heart which gazeth upon thee, 

With hopes all fled and gone — 
Which loves not now, nor seeks beloved to be. 
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Lone, lone thou art — ^but we are lonelief far, Jil^ 

When blighted by deceit the heart's affections are ! 

Mysterious morning Star ! * 
Bright dweller in a gorgeous dreamy home, 

Than others nobler far — 
Thou art like some free soul, which here hath 
come 
Alone, but glorious, pure, and disenthrall'd — 
A spark of Mind, which God through earth to heaven 
hathcaU'd! 

Pure Maiden Star 1 shine on, 
That dreams of beauty may be dream'd of thee ! 

A home art thou — a throne — 
A land where fancy ever roameth free — 
A God-sent messenger — a light afar — 
A blessed beam— a smile — a gem — the Morning Star 1 
Robert Nicoli, 1814-1837. 



THE BOOK OF NATURE. 

Of this fair volume, which we World do name. 
If we the sheets and leaves could turn with care. 
Of Him who it corrects, and did it frame. 
We clear might read the art and wisdom rare : 
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Find out His power which wildest powers doth tame, 

His providence extending everywhere, 

His justice which proud rebels doth not spare. 

In every page — no period of the same. 

But silly we, like foolish. children, rest 

Well pleased with coloured vellum, leaves of gold, 

Fair dangling ribbons, leaving what is best, 

On the great writer's sense ne'er taking hold ; 

Or if by chance we stay our minds on aught. 

It is some picture on the margin wrought 

William Drummond, 1585-1649. 



PRAYER FOR FORGIVENESS. 

O THOU unknown, almighty Cause 

Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whose dread presence, ere an hour, 

Perhaps I must appear ! 

If I have wander'd in those paths 

Of hfe I ought to shun ; 
As something loudly in my breast 

Remonstrates I have done ; 

Thou know'st that Thou hast formed me 
With passions wild and strong ; 

And listening to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. 
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Where human weakness has come short, 

Or frailty stept aside, 
Do Thou, All-good ! for such Thou art, 

In shades of darkness hide. 

Where with intention I have err'd, 

No other plea I have, 
But, Thou art good ; and goodness still 

Delighteth to forgive. 

Robert Burns, 1759-1796. 



THE STARS. 

They glide upon their endless way, 
For ever calm, for ever bright ; 

No bUnd hurry, no delay, 

Mark the Daughters of the Night : 

They follow in the track of Day, 
In divine delight. 

And, oh ! how still beneath the stars 
The once wild noisy Earth doth lie ; 

As though she now forsook her jars. 
And caught the quiet of the sky. 

Pride sleeps ; and Love (with all his scars) 
In smiling dreams doth lie. 
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Shine on, sweet orb^d Souls, for aye, 
For ever calm, for ever bright : 

We ask not whither lies your way, 

Nor whence ye came, nor what your light 

Be still — a dream throughout the day, 
A blessing through the night ! 

B. W. Procter, 1790- 
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THE BOON OF FLOWERS. 

O Father, Lord I 
The All-beneficent 1 I bless Thy name, 
That Thou hast mantled the green earth with flowers. 
Linking our hearts to nature ! By the love 
0/ their wild blossoms, our young footsteps first 
Into her deep recesses are beguiled, 
Her minster cells ; dark glen and forest bower, 
Where, thrilling with its earliest sense of Thee, 
Amidst the low religious whisperings. 
The shivery leaf sounds of the solitude. 
The spirit wakes to worship, and is made 
Thy living temple. By the breath of flowers. 
Thou callest us, from city throngs and cares. 
Back to the woods, the birds, the mountain streams. 
That sing of Thee ! back to free childhood's heart. 
Fresh with the dews of tenderness ! — Thou bidd'st 
The lilies of the field with placid smile 
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Reprove man's feverish strivings, and infuse 
Through his worn soul a more unworldly life, 
With their soft holy breath. Thou hast not left 
His purer nature, with its i&ne desires, 
Uncared for in this universe of Thine ! 
The glowing rose attests it, the beloved 
Of poef s hearts, touched by their fervent dreams 
With spiritual light, and made a source 
Of heaven-ascending thoughts. E'en to faint age 
Thou lend'st the vernal bliss : — the old man's eye 
Falls on the kindhng blossoms, and his soul 
Remembers youth and love, and hopefully 
Turns unto Thee, who call'st earth's buried germs 
From dust to splendour ; as the mortal seed 
Shall, at Thy summons from the grave spring up 
To put on glory, to be girt with power, 
And fill'd with immortaUty. Receive 
Thanks, blessings, love, for these, thy lavish boons, 
And, most of all, their heavenward influences, 
O Thou that gavest us flowers ! 

. Mrs F. Hemans, i 793-1835. 

TO THE SKYLARK. 

Ethereal minstrel ! pilgrim of the sky ! 
Dost thou despise the earth where cares abound % 
Or, while the wings aspire, are heart and eye 
Both with thy nest upon the dewy ground % 
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Thy nest which thou canst drop into at will. 
Those quivering wings composed, that music still ! 

To the last point of vision, and beyond, 
Mount, daring warbler ! — that love-prompted strain 
— ^'Twixt thee and thine a never-failing bond — 
Thrills not the less the bosom of the plain : 
Yet mightst thou seem, proud privilege I to sing 
All independent of the leafy spring. 

Leave to the nightingale her shady wood ; 
A privacy of glorious light is thine, 
Whence thou dost pour upon the world a flood 
Of harmony, with instinct more divine : 
Type of the wise, who soar, but never roam — 
True to the kindred points of Heaven and Home ! 
William Wordsworth, 1770-1850. 



THE LILY. 

How wither'd, perished seems the form 
Of yon obscure unsightly root ; 

Yet from the blight of wintry storm 
It hides secure the precious fruit. 

The careless eye can find no grace, 
No beauty in the scaly folds. 

Nor see within the dark embrace 
What latent loveliness it holds. 
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Yet in that bulb, those sapless scales, 

The lily wraps her silver vest, 
Till vernal suns and vernal gales 

Shall kiss once more her fragrant breast 

Yes, hide beneath the mouldering heap 

The undelighting slighted thing ; 
There in the cold earth buried deep, 

In silence let it wait the spring. 

Oh ! many a stormy night shall close 

In gloom upon the barren earth, 
While still, in undisturbed repose, 

Uninjured lies the future birth. 

And Ignorance, with sceptic eye, 

Hope's patient smile shall wondering view : 
Or mock her fond credulity. 

As her soft tears the spot bedew. 

Sweet smile of hope, delicious tear ! 

The sun, the shower indeed shall come ; 
The promised verdant shoot appear. 

And nature bid her blossoms bloom. 

And thou, O virgin queen of spring ! 

Shalt, from thy dark and lowly bed. 
Bursting thy green sheath's silken string. 

Unveil thy charms, and perfume shed ; 



256 SONGS OF GOD AND NATURE, 

Unfold thy robes of purest white, 
Unsullied from their darksome gravCy 

And thy soft petals' sihreiy light 
In the mild breeze unfetter'd wave. 

So Faith shall seek the lowly dust 
Where humble Sorrow loves to lie, 

And bid her thus her hopes intrust. 
And watch with patient, cheerful ^e ; 

And bear the long, cold wintry night, 
And bear her own degraded doom ; 

And wait till Heaven's reviving light. 
Eternal spring ! shall burst the gloom. 

Mrs Mary Tighe, 1773-1810. 
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HEAVENWARD! 

The dove let loose in eastern skies, 

Returning fondly home, 
Ne'er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies 

Where idler warblers roam ; 

But high she shoots through air and light, 

Above all low delay, 
Where nothing earthly bounds her flight. 

Nor shadow dims her way. 
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So grant me, Lord I from every stain 

Of sinful passion free, 
Aloft, through virtue's purer air. 

To steer my course to Thee ! 

No sin to cloud, no lure to stay 

My soul, as home she springs \ 
Thy sunshine on her joyfiil way. 

Thy freedom on her wings. 

Thomas Moore, 17 79-185 2. 



I AM NEVER ALONE. 

I AM never alone — at early dawn. 

When the lark pours her joyous notes on high — 
When the diamond dew-drop gems the lawn. 

And the daisy opens her tearful eye \ 
I am never alone — ^with fragrant hair 
The spirit of the first young Hour is there. 

In one loud paean our songs arise : 

" Thanks to our God for the earth and skies ! — 

For the early dawn, the glittering dews. 

For the heaven of song, the glow of hues. 

For the life, the light, the love we share — 

Thanks ! thanks for the thoughts of praise and prayer! " 
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I am never alone — at wann noon-day, 
When the breeze is drunk by the scorching heat, 

When the lark has hush'd its thrilling lay, 
And the flowers shut up their odours sweet ; 

I am never alone — ^beside me lies 

The spirit of the wood with deep dark eyes. 

My heart is still'd with flower and bird — 

My soul is with that spirit heard ; 

Low, soft as summer's breath arise : 

" Thanks to our God for the earth and skies ! — 

For the glowing noon, the cooling glade, 

For the sweets of rest, the calm of shade; 

For the life, the love, the peace we share — 

Thanks ! thanks for the thoughts of praise and prayer! " 

I am never alone — at evening's close, 

When the twittering birds bid earth good night — 

When the insect hums round the laurel-rose, 
And the bat flies low in the dim twilight \ 

I am never alone — on bended knee, 

The spirit of the night-wind prays with me. 

— Gleanings by Lady Jervis, 
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LOVE TO GOD. 

An earnest, ardent will for good, 
Increasing still with new desire. 

Still longing more and more for food, — 
Such is love's holy, heavenly fire. 

Zeal for all virtue, more and more. 
Is the instinctive mark to prove 

That thou hast rightly leam'd to soar 
Upon the upward wings of love ! 

Who does not every hour apply 
Fresh fuel to increase the flame ; 

Who lifts not up his heart on high ; — 
Knoweth of love but by the name. 

Who does not every day improve. 

And grow more pure each forward pace. 

Knows not the fire of holy love. 
Nor basks within its kindly rays. 

A firm resolve to welcome death 
Rather than grovel back in sin ; 

To cling more loving to thy faith. 
And every -day new worth to win ; 
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To bow before aflfliction's rod ; 

To nurse a contrite soul apart ; — 
Such are the fruits of love to God, 

Within the faithful glowing heart ! 
— Flowers from the Holy Fathers. 



IN THE WILDERNES& 

The homeless wilderness ! 

How sweet, how beautiful, and oh ! how mild 
Is Nature in her summer dress 
To me, thus wandering far alone ! 

Now be my thoughts as, when a little child, 
I deem'd that God's eternal throne 
Was in the sun — so glorious, so bright — 

To bless the earth with loveliness and hght 

Here breathes the peace I seek ! 

This healthy wild 's a paradise to him 

Who, musing, hears the voiceless speak — 
Hears the calm eloquence of flowers. 

And drinks sweet wisdom from their balmy hymn, 
That charms with beauty's chastest powers 
The vagrant winds their lips to kiss. 

And tells that Nature's innocence is bliss. 
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Nor Strife nor Hatred here, 

Nor Envy at a neighbour's good to writhe j 
Each flower is to its sister dear — 
This hates not that of fairer bloom, 

And all are loved by pilgrim bee so blithe \ 
The prickly gorse, and gentler broom, 
In peace dispread their gold together. 

Nor scorn the lowlier blooming thyme and heather. 

So live the good, and love — 
For there is virtue yet upon the earth. 

And by her seraph hand are wove 

The feelings of ingenuous hearts 
In happy friendship, sympathy and mirth ; 

And kindly each to each imparts 

The sunny light that heaven bestows ; 
And summer pleasure in each bosom glows. 

The shafts of enmity 

Can never wound my feelings, musing here I 
In every little flower I see. 
There breathes a balm, a holy charm ; 

And the glad song of every bird I hear 
Tells me that Envy cannot harm, 
And sweetly teaches to forgive my foes — 

My simple song forgives them as it flows. 

Anonymous. 
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PRAYER UNDER ANGUISH. 

O Thou great Being ! what Thou art 

Surpasses me to know \ 
Yet sure I am that known to thee 

Are all Thy works below. 

Thy creature here before Thee stands, 

All wretched and distrest ; 
Yet sure those ills that wring my soul 

Obey Thy high behest 

Sure, Thou, Almighty, canst not act 

From cruelty or wrath ! 
Oh, free my weary eyes from tears, 

Or close them fast in death ! 

But if I must afflicted be, 

To suit some wise design ; 
Then man my soul with firm resolves 

To bear and not repine ! 

Robert Burns, 1759-1796. 
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THE DEEP BLUE SEA! 

The deep blue Sea ! how fair it seems, 
When gleaming in the morning beams, 
And silver clouds, like sunny dreams. 

Glide o'er its placid breast. 
The breeze sighs softly o'er the wave, 
As silent as the banks they lave. 
For every wind sleeps in its cave, 

Each billow is at rest ! 

The dark blue Sea ! how pure and bright. 
When resting in the hush of night, 
Bathed in the radiance of moonlight. 

So fair and yet so cold. 
The twinkling stars, far downward peep, 
Reflected in the tranquil deep, 
Whose bosom glo^s in quiet sleep. 

Like mantle decked with gold I 

The proud blue Sea ! when winds are high. 
And darkness gathers o*er the sky. 
And the frail bark unconsciously 

Is swiftly onward borne ; 
Then like a lion roused, at length 
It shakes its mane in pride of strength. 
And its wild roar, from shore to shore, 

Resounds, as if in scorn I 
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The wild blue Sea ! how fearful now 

To gaze upon its furious brow, 

And list the dreary waves that plough 

Its billows mountains high ! 
Now death and danger seem to ride, 
Presiding o'er the foaming tide, 
And Ocean drowns, with voice of pride, 

The seaman's strangUng cry I 

The cahn blue Sea ! how still the wave. 

Soft breathes the wind through rock and cave, 

A dirge o'er many a victim's grave, 

Far 'mongst the waters free ! 
Oh, how sublime must be the power 
Of Him who bids the tempest lower. 
Yet sways thee, in thy wildest hour. 

Thou glorious dark blue Sea ! 

Anonymous. 
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HYMN OF THE ALPINE SHEPHERDS. 

" Brothers ! — the day declines ; 

Above, the glacier brightens, 
And red through Hiindwyl' pines 

The vesper-halo lightens. 
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From hamlet, rock, and cMlety 

Your grateful song be poured, 
Till mountain, lake, and valley, 

Re-echo — ^Praise the Lord ! 

" The sun sleeps in the west ; 

And stars gleam bright and cold, 
And bring the hour of rest 

To the shepherd and his fold. 
Now swell the mountain chorus 

To Him our sires adored. 
Whose glorious works before us 

Still whisper — Praise the Lord ! 

"And, hark ! — ^below, aloft, 

From cliffs that pierce the cloud — 
From blue lake, calm and soft. 

Lulled in its twilight shroud — 
Fresh strength our anthem gathers ; 

From alp to alp 'tis pour'd — 
The song that soothed our fathers — 

Ye shepherds, praise the Lord ! 

" Now, from forest, flood, and fell, 

Let the voice of old and young — 
All the strength of Appenzell, 

True of heart, and sweet of tongue — 
The grateful hymn prolong. 

And tune the spirit's chord. 
Till yon stars take up our song — 

* Hallelujah to the Lord r" 
-Scenic Annual^ 1838. 



Why on your foaming shallows wanton leap, 

Ye waves ] Why toss around your pearly wreathes ? 

Hush'd in their far-off caves the breezes sleep, 

Nor gentlest zephyr o'er the ocean breathes. 

Why wave your heads, ye forests, whence the dawn 

Delights the dewy gems to kiss away — 

Why squander the night-tears it dotes upon, 

Ere you can )deld them to the morning ray 1 

Why lift ye up your bells, ye cumbered flowers, 

Like a sad brow to meet a lover's gaze ? 

Why waste your fragrance on cold humid hours ? 

Day claims the precious gift — ^it is the day's. 

Deep treasured in your bloomy cells, 
Hoard it to be the breath of mom ; 
Exhale it where your clustering bells 
Serve some proud temple to adorn. 
By heaven with hone/d dew sustain'd — 
By day's first passionate beam impregn'd — 
Fling not your vagrant sighs abroad. 
Earth's incense, they are due to God. 

Ye blasts, that lately in capricious flight 
Howl'd o'er the deep, or sigh'd along the heath. 
But in your devious path encountering night, 
Stood still and held your breath, 
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Scared by the terrors of his sable brow, 
Why wake ye now 1 

What voice hath pierced to your leaf-airtain*d nest 
Deep in the brake, ye birds, and scared your rest] 
Ye feathered denizens of wave and wood, 
And ye who tremble not man's home to share, 
Say with what universal sense endued. 
Ye load with mingling melody the air : — 
Hark, how the concert swells I now throbbingly 
It sinks — ^now swells again — doth pensive Nature 
sigh] 

Rich harmonies ! the air around us filling, 
From wave to wave along the ocean thrilling, 
That freight with liquid sweets the breeze's wing — 
Bright choristers ! that Instinct wakes to sing — 
Ye concerts ! in whose strain the chirping call 
Blends with soft cooing, and the dying fall 
Of long low plaintive notes — all musical — 
Why lavish thus your sweets ? Alas ! the ear 
Of night, uncharm'd, hears not, and will not hear. 

List to the swelling theme — 
" Day, day is bom above ; 
'Tis life's ethereal flame — 

'Tis God's own eye of love !" 
Wrapt in night's dismal shade. 

How shrinks the face of heaven ! 
Now in fantastic braid. 

Light mists are o'er it driven. 



'Mid dusky volumes wreathing, 
And the air heaves fiery red, 

In waves beneath him seething, 
Groaning with its pitchy freight 
Of night, earth turns to him elate. 
The darkness melts before his glance, 
The radiant billows joyous dance, 
Heaves high the mountain's crest, 

All panoplied in gold. 
All things in golden splendour drest. 

By all the adoring hymn is troll'd. 
Hark to the swelling theme ! — 

" Lo ! day is born above 1 
*Tis life's ethereal flame, 

'Tis God's own eye of love I" 

Look, Lord, upon the deep ! the morning beam 
Wakes up the waters from their stagnant dream, 
The ocean, like a glad or loving breast. 
Heaves with a pulse that will not be represt, 
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Thus swells into a wave the infant curl, 

Behold it first its murmuring length unfurl, 

Tinged with the hoarded azure of the deep, 

Now, self-involved and melting in mid sweep, 

It mocks the eye — now from the unfathom'd breast 

Of ocean heaves on high its boiling crest, 

Like a tall steed caparison'd for day ; 

Bright in its foamy mane the sunbeams play. 

Each lesser surge absorbed it makes its own, 

Till the gorged despot grimly towers alone ; 

Now like some time-worn fabric's toppling height. 

Or chariot shattered in its headlong flight. 

Its proud, precarious elevation won. 

It rocks ; a shiver'd star — a bursten sun, 

It falls ; and hurling broken splendours round, 

In radiant ruin lights the vast profound 

Lord ! look upon the earth ! tenderly pale, 
Strikes the first daybeam on her misty veil ; 
Slow )delds the night, and on the mountain's head. 
Like folded mantles, cower the clouds, or shred 
By da/s impetuous wing, like trophied wreaths, 
In the orient flutter to each wind that breathes ; 
They wave empurpled, or, in rainbows dyed. 
Drape his vermilion couch outstretching wide, 
As streams the royal ensign from the mast, 
When clears the ship for fight, and hope of peace hath 
passed. 

Pale, through the reeking city's dusky pall. 
Slants the descending beam, as loath to fall j 
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Not so the cottage, in its tranquil nook, 
Catches the wakening dawn's reluctant look ; 
Blest home of innocence and thought serene, 
Rich o'er its roof, embowered, floods the sheen, 
And, thence reflected, chases from yon hill 
The loitering shades that mar the dayUght stilL 

The lambs are awake, the birds sing in the brake, 

And the babe in his cradle is lisping ; 
Man mingles his voice with the winds that rejoice. 

O'er the waters their light breath is crisping ; 
Every blade yields a song, as the breeze sweeps along, 

Every insect in sunshine is chanting. 
And the belFs iron tongue the deep question hath rung, 

" In this hour shall devotion be wanting ?" 
All is life — all is light — all is wakefulness round, 
'Tis the Mom with her own living diadem bound. 
And the earth pours all sounds in one anthem above, 
To God's shadow — the emblem of life and of love. 

New suns o'er every moment fling. 

Blushing, their first-bom ray ; 
New worlds to life each moment spring. 

To catch the gushing day ; 
The heavens laugh out with a joyous voice — 

Each infant star, awaking. 
Hears thousand stars rejoice, 

And into music breaking, 
Pours along the listening skies. 
Melody that never dies ; 
New suns, new worlds, in swift succession bora ; 
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Each hour Thou lookest upon, 
To Thee is a new dawn, 
Eternity to Thee one bright, rich, teeming mom. 

Mount, then, ye birds ! roll, waves — ^your vapoury sail 
Expand, ye mists — blend, voices — scents, exhale — 
Sigh earth, enwrapt — ^man, lift thy soul with awe — 
All things, adore — fulfil your nature's law ! 

Mount to your God — amount upward — ^higher still, 
The sunshine bathes you, kindled by His will, 
Waft meetly man's oblation to His throne ; 
Where is 't? above? below? — His power doth fill 
All space — ^pervading, absolute, alone ! 

And thou, bright day, whose earliest accents rise 

To Him who pour'd thee o'er the purpling skies, 

Thou that to Him, time's brief dominion past. 

Must trembling render fulTaccount at last. 

Night, from whose womb thou camest, recalleth thee, 

To mingle with the past eternity. 

— French of Lamartine, 
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THERE IS A DEEP LOW MUSIC. 

There is a deep low music on the wind, 
Sounding at intervals, when all is still. 

Heard only by the pure in heart, who find 
Joy in their daily tasks, doing their Maker's wilL 

Be they in velvet clad, or russet stole. 

In hall, or hut, theirs is that low sweet chime ; 

Solemn, yet cheerful, — speaking to the soul 
Of joys that rest not in this stranger clime. 

Loud music cannot quench it ; nor the sound 
Of mighty voices, like the mingled roar 

Of tossing waves, that with delirious bound 
Leap onward, in their fury, to the shore. 

Nor yet the jarring sounds of bustling strife. 
Where weary footsteps toil, in quest of gain. 

In dusty marts, 'mid sickening scenes of strife. 
Till the worn spirit longs for rest in vain. 

Yet few do hear it : either ease or pride. 
Or thoughts unholy, folly, grief, or crime, 

'Whelming the soul beneath their rushing tide, 
Hindereth the coming of that low sweet chime. 
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Men's hearts axe heavy, or they would not slight 
Their spirits' oneness with so pure a strain, — 

Though faint, as when the far off torrent's might 
Seems as a murmur stealing o'er the plain. 

From source far mightier comes that low sweet sound. 
Than deep, deep waters, thundering on the ear : — 

From harps, and mingled voices, that resound 
With anthem high, through heaven's eternal year. 

Miss Roberts. 

— Taifs Magazine^ 1845. 



O THOU, THE FIRST, THE GREATEST 
FRIEND I 

PSALM XIX. 

O Thou, the first, the greatest Friend 

Of all the human race ! 
Whose strong right hand has ever been 

Their stay and dwelling place ! 

Before the mountains heaved their heads, 

Beneath Thy forming hand, 
Before this ponderous globe itself 

Arose at Thy command : 
s 
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That Power which raised and still upholds 

This universal frame, 
From countless, unbeginning time 

Was ever still the same. 

Those mighty periods of years, 

Which seem to us so vast. 
Appear no more before Thy sight 

Than yesterday that 's past 

Thou giv'st the word ; Thy creature, man, 

Is to existence brought ; 
Again Thou say'st, " Ye sons of men, 

Return ye into nought !" 

Thou layest them, with all their cares. 

In everlasting sleep \ 
As with a flood Thou tak'st them oflf 

With overwhelming sweep. 

They flourish like the morning flower, 

In beauty's pride array'd ; 
But long ere night cut down it lies 

All withered and decayed. 

Robert Burns, 1759-1796. 
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STILL IN THY GOD CONFIDE! 

Placed on the verge of youth, my mind 
Life's opening scene surveyed : 

I view'd its ills of various kind, 
Afflicted and afraid. 

But chief my fears the dangers moved 

That Virtue's path enclose : 
My heart the wise pursuit approved, 

But oh! what toils oppose. 

For see ! ah see ! while yet her ways 

With doubtful step I tread, 
A hostile world its terrors raise. 

Its snares delusive spread. 

Oh how shall I, with heart prepared. 

These terrors learn to meet 1 
How from the thousand snares to guard 

My inexperienced feet 1 

As thus I mused, oppressive sleep 

Soft o'er my temples drew 
Oblivion's veil. — ^The watery deep. 

An object strange and new, 
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Before me rose : on the wide shore, 

Observant as I stood, 
The gathering storms around me roar. 

And heave the boiling flood. 

Near, and more near, the billows rise. 

E'en now my steps they lave ; 
And death to my afinghted eyes 

Approach'd in every wave. 

What hope, or whether to retreat. 
Each nerve at once unstrung ; 

Chill fear had fetter'd fast my feet, 
And chained my speechless tongue. 

I feel my heart within me die ; 

When sudden to my ear 
A voice descending from on high 

Reproved my erring fear : 

" What though the swelling surge thou see 

Impatient to devour, 
Rest, mortal, rest on God's decree. 

And thankful own His power. 

" Know, when He made the deep appear, 
' Thus far,' the Almighty said — 

* Thus far, nor further, rage, and here 
Let thy proud waves be stay'd.'" 
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I heard, and lo ! at once controlled, 
The waves, m wild retreat, 

Back on themselves reluctant rolFd, 
And murmuring left my feet 

Deeps to assembling deeps in vain 
Once more the signal gave. 

The shores the rushing wave sustain, 
And check the usurping wave. 

Convinced, in nature's volume wise 

The imaged truth I read, 
And sudden from my waking eyes 

The instructive vision fled. 



Then why thus heavy, O my soul ! 

Say, why distrustful still. 
Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 

O'er scenes of future illl 

Let Faith suppress each rising fear, 
Each anxious doubt exclude ; 

My Maker's will has placed thee here, 
A Maker wise and good. 

He to thy every trial knows 

A just restraint to give ; 
Attentive to behold thy woes, 

And faithful to relieve. 
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Theu.why thus heavy, O my soul I 

Say, why distrustful still. 
Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 

O'er scenes of future illl 

Though griefs unnumbered throng thee round, 

Still in thy God confide, 
Whose finger marks the seas their bound. 

And curbs the headlong tide. 

James Merrick, 17 20-1 769. 
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TO THE SPIRIT OF POETRY. 

On, Spirit ! viewless as the wind. 

As boundless and as free ! 
Thy tameless pinion who can bind, 

Where may thy dwelling be ? 

All times — all seasons are thine own, 
All scenes confess thy power : 

The clouds of morning are thy throne, 
Thy throne the desert flower ! 

I Ve heard thee in the tempest wild, 
That sang through rocky caves ; 

I Ve heard thee in the murmuring mild 
Of ocean's dreaming waves ! 
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On, Spirit ! beautiful thou art, 

In every varying mood ! 
Thy rainbow glory fills the heart. 

In crowds — in solitude. 

Thy kingdom is creation vast, 

All simple — all sublime : 
And present things and things long past 

Thou hold'st, and fiiture time ! 

The soul of man is thine ! thou liVst 

In every joy and woe : 
And light and shade alternate giVst 

To every thought we know ! 

On, Spirit ! monarch of the earth I 

Whose power o'er all doth bum, 
From God thou cam'st at this world's birth. 

And wilt to God return ! 

We know that Nature's self must die — 
Wood, mount, and lake, and river ; 

The sun and moon forsake the sky; 
But thou shalt perish never. 

Anonymous. 
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TRUTH AND FREEDOM. 

He is the freeman whom the truth makes free, 
And all are slaves beside. There 's not a chain 
That hellish foes, confederate for his harm, 
Can wind around him, but he casts it off 
With as much ease as Samson his green withes. 
He looks abroad into the varied field 
Of nature, and, though poor perhaps, compared 
With those whose mansions glitter in his sight, 
Calls the delightful scenery all his own. 
His are the mountains, and the valleys his, 
And all the resplendent rivers. His to enjoy 
With a propriety that none can feel, 
But who, with filial confidence inspired. 
Can Hft to heaven an unpresumptuous eye, 
And smiling say — " My Father made them all ! " 
Are they not his by a peculiar right. 
And by an emphasis of interest his. 
Whose eye they fill with tears of holy joy. 
Whose heart with praise, and whose exalted mind 
With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love 
That planned, and built, and still upholds a world 
So clothed with beauty for rebellious man 1 
Yes — ye may fill your gamers, ye that reap 
The loaded soil, and ye may waste much good 
In senseless riot ; but ye will not find. 
In feast or in the chase, in song or dance, 
A liberty like his who, unimpeach'd 
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Of usurpation, and to no man's wrong, 
Appropriates nature as his Father's work. 
And has a richer use of yours than you. 
He is indeed a freeman. Free by birth 
Of no mean city; planned or e'er the hills 
Were built, the fountains open'd, or the sea 
With all his roaring multitude of waves. 
His freedom is the same in every state ; 
And no condition of this changeful life, 
So manifold in cares, whose every day 
Brings its own evil with it, makes it less : 
For he has wings that neither sickness, pain. 
Nor penury, can cripple or confine. 
No nook so narrow but he spreads them there 
With ease, and is at large. The oppressor holds 
His body bound ; but knows not what a range 
His spirit takes, unconscious of a chain ; 
And that to bind him is a vain attempt. 
Whom God delights in, and in whom He dwells. 
William Cowper, i 731-1800. 
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DIFFERENT PATHS. 

I LATELY talk'd with one who strove 
To shew that all my way was dim, 

That his alone — the road to heaven ; 
And thus it was I answer'd him : — 
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" Strike not away the staff I hold, 
You cannot give me yours, dear friend ; 

Up the steep hill our paths are set 
In different ways, to one sure end 

" What though, with eagle glance upfix'd 
On heights beyond our mortal ken, 

You tread the broad sure stones of Faith 
More firmly than do weaker men : 

**' To each according to his strength ; 

But as we leave the plains below, 
Let us carve out a wider stair. 

And broader pathway through the snow. 

"And when upon the golden crest 
We stand at last together, freed 

From mists that circle round the base. 
And clouds that but obscure our creed ; 

" We shall perceive that though our steps 
Have wander'd wide apart, dear friend. 

No pathway can be wholly wrong 
That tends unto one perfect end." 

Anonymous. 
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PRAISE THE LORD. 

Praise the Lord, all eaxth and heaven, 

Praise the Lord ! 
All to whom free voice is given. 

Praise the Lord ! 
Hark the sound from heaven's wide portals, — 
"Peace on earth, good-will to mortals!" 

Praise the Lord ! 

Praise the Lord, all living creatures. 

Praise the Lord ! 
Man, with thy diviner features. 

Praise the Lord ! 
Each pure soul that bends to beauty. 
Each true heart made strong by duty. 

Praise the Lord ! 

Mighty lights that rule the ether. 

Praise the Lord ! 
Sun and moon sing songs together 

To the Lord I 
Praise Him, stars, your bright fires wheeling. 
Praise Him, worlds, in wild dance reeling, 

Praise the Lord 1 

Praise tlie Lord, deep-bosom'd ocean, 

Praise the Lord ! 
Roaring waves, light, rippling motion. 

Praise the Lord ! 
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Praise Him, ocean's countless daughters. 
Plashing bright the sleepless waters. 
Praise the Lord ! 

Woods that crown the mountains proudly. 

Praise the Lord I 
Winged winds that whistle loudly, 

Praise the Lord ! 
Dark-blue pines the tempest braving. 
Birch and willow silver-waving. 

Praise the Lord ! 

Praise Him, fields, with bright com waving. 

Praise the Lord ! 
Winding streams, the fatland laving, 

Praise the Lord ! 
Praise Him, flowers, bright blossoms bearing, 
Herbs and trees rich fhiit preparing. 

Praise the Lord ! 

Feather'd birds so blithely singing, 

Praise the Lord ! 
Rock and cave with echo ringing, 

Praise the Lord ! 
Nature's pulse that knows no sleeping, 
Wimpling stream, and torrent leaping. 

Praise the Lord 1 
— Good Words, 1861. 
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THE FOUNTAIN. 

Into the sunshine, 

Full of the light, 
Leaping and flashing 

From mom till night ! 

Into the moonlight, 
Whiter than snow. 

Waving so flower-like 
When the winds blow I 

Into the starlight. 
Rushing in spray, 

Happy at midnight, 
Happy by day 1 

Ever in motion, 

Blithesome and cheery. 
Still climbing heavenward, 

Never aweary ; — 

Glad of all- weathers, 
Still seeming best. 

Upward or downward. 
Motion thy rest; 
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Full of a nature 

Nothing can tame, 
Changed every moment, 

Ever the same ; — 

Ceaseless aspiring. 

Ceaseless content, 
Darkness or sunshine 

Thy element ; — 

Glorious fountain 1 
Let my heart be 
Fresh, changeful, constant, 
Upward like thee ! 

J. Russell Lowell, 1819 — 
— American, 



LIVE FOR THY GOD I 

Live for Thyself ! let each successive mom 

Rouse thee to plans of self-indulgent ease ; 
And every hour some new caprice be bom. 

Till all be thrown aside that does not please : 
So shalt thou learn how shallow is the fount 

Whose glittering waves all wholesome thirst destroy. 
And, heart-sick, even in youth, begin to count 

Springs without hope, and summers blank of joy! 
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Live for thy Fellow-men ! let all thy Mil 

Be given to serve and aid, to cheer Tiild love ; 
Make sacrifice of self, and still control 

All meaner motives which the heart might move : 
The sting, of disappointment shall be thine ; 

The meed of base ingratitude be won ; 
Rare veins of gold illume the laboured mine. 

And toil and sadness cloud thy setting sun ! 

Live for thy God ! Thine anchor shall be cast 
Where no false quicksands shift its hold away; 

Through the clear future, from the sunrise past^ ■ 
.Glows the calm light along the even way. . 

The loss of human hopes shall vex no more 

Than the quick withering of earth's common flowers : 

For well thou knoVst, when pain and death are o'er 
Eternal spring shall glad the heavenly bowers ! 

— Drawing-Room Scrap-Book, 1848. 



<S5?^(I^SS> 



TO THE DOVE. 

Hail, emblem of the dearest tie 
That human hearts can bind, 

Love's all-devoted constancy 
When kindred souls are joined ! 
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Than thee no purer image fills 

A niche in nature's shrine, 
Type of ecstatic transports thrills 

And feelings glow divine. 

• • 

The eagle and the vulture share 

Dominion of the sky; 
I mark th' imperial Mvds of air 

With regal pomp sweep by: 
But, ah ! their flight, far sunward spread. 

No soft emotion brings ; 
!'' '.Foreboding sounds of woe pervade • 

The rushing of their wings. 

But thou, what melting sweetness glows 

In thy low, mellow note, 
Heard where the random wild-flower blows 

In forest glooms remote ! 
Oh, more than language can express 

Of love and truth is there ; — 
The depth of woman's tenderness — 

The purity of prayer ! 

More mellowing pathos stamps that strain 

Than music's self affords. 
To bid the bosom thrill again 

From its profoundest chords, 
And such its power to give release 

From passion's earthly spell. 
That, listening, I could bid, in peace, 

The realm of time farewell. 
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Spontaneous worship hallows deep 

The scene where none intrudes, 
When earth and heaven, communing, keep 

The Sabbath of the woods ; 
While sunset sanctifies the calm, 

Devout, of earth and skies ; 
And low, like prayer from fields of balm, 

The baeath of Wening sighs. 

Yet, spotless dove, religion lends 

My theme a glory too — % 

A <iiarm, harmoniously that blends i *=tj 

With nature's simple due. ■<.■// 

Oh marvellous was the sign of love 

Through thee to mortals given. 
When stoop'd thy brooding wings above 

The Majesty of heaven ! 

Bird of the consecrated plume, 

Whom Earth's Creator chose, 
(Whilst yet above its watery tomb 

One lonely mountain rose,) 
To waft the pledge of peace to men, 

The oUve's welcome bough ; 
I hail thee, Mercy's herald then, 

Her sacred symbol now. 

J. F. Smith, 1845. 
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ALONE. 

I AM alone — ^within the world alone — 
Shut out from Heaven and Hope my star of life, 

I darkling stem Time's whirhng tides alone, 
Alone within our being's troubled rtrife — 

Alone ! the surges of a shoreless main 

Give back the sound to dreary life again. 

Alone ! so soon the smiling Heaven obscured. 
That shone unclouded on an earher day. 

So short a while, kind joys, have ye endured, 

That wreath'd Spring's roses round my youthful way ; 

Oh sad and fearful word ! Alone ! alone ! 

What boding echoes lurk within thy tone ! 

Is man alone % oh, dull and thankless thought ! 

Still flings the sunbeam its unchanging gold. 
Still blooms the meadow with the hues inwrought. 

That Eden knew ere yet our earth was old ; 
Still God hath oracles in leaf and stream. 
In the flower's glory, and night's starry gleam. 

Doth not God speak in thee ? Yes, when the night 
Of doubt would bid each happier ray depart. 

When faithless murmurs wing each arrow's flight. 
Thy foe would scatter rankling in thy heart. 

Then God and Love would say, " We are thine own," 

With God and Love thou art no more alone ! 
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With God and Love — oh, words of hopeful cheer ! 

They hover round, unnumbered spirits blest, 
To chase away each evil dream of fear — 

No sullen shadow lingers o'er our rest, • 
To mar the bhssful light around us thrown — 
With God and Love we are no more alone. 

O God and Love ! O Thou Love's source and stay 
Thou soother of all woes the heart has borne, 

Thou that didst rise with healing in our day. 
Thou that for me didst wear the cruel thorn— 

O Lamp of Love ! within my being shine. 

And all on Earth and all in Heaven are mine ? 

Anonymous. 
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THE OAK. 

What gnarFd stretch, what depth of shade, is his ! 

There needs no crown to mark the foresf s king ; 
How in his leaves outshines full summer's bliss ! 

Sun, storm, rain, dew, to him their tribute bring, 
Which he with such benignant royalty 

Accepts, as overpayeth what is lent ; 
All nature seems his vassal proud to be, 

And cunning only for his ornament 
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How towers he, too, amid the billow'd snows, 

An unquell'd exile from the summer's throne. 
Whose plain, uncinctured front more kingly shows, 

Now that the obscuring courtier leaves are flown. 
His boughs make music of the winter air, 

Jeweird with sleet, like some cathedral front 
Where clinging snow-flakes with quaint heart repair 

The dents and furrows of time's envious brunt. 

How doth his patient strength the rude March vdnd 

Persuade to seem glad breaths of summer breeze. 
And win the soil that fain would be unkind, 

To swell his revenues with proud increase ! 
He is the gem ; and all the landscape wide 

(So doth his grandeur isolate the sense) 
Seems but the setting, worthless all beside, 

An empty socket, were he fallen thence. 

So, from oft converse with life's wintry gales. 

Should man learn how to clasp with tougher roots 
The inspiring earth ; — how otherwise avails 

The leaf-creating sap that sunward shoots % 
So every year that falls with noiseless flake 

Should fill old scars up on the stormward side. 
And make hoar age revered for age's sake. 

Not for traditions of youth's leafy pride. 

So, from the pinch'd soil of a churlish fate. 
True hearts compel the sap of sturdier growth. 

So between earth and heaven stand simply great. 
That these shall seem but their attendants both ; 
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For nature^s forces with obedient zeal 
Wait on the rooted faith and oaken will ; 

As quickly the pretender's cheat they feel, 

And turn mad Pucks to flout and mock him still. 

Lord ! all Thy works are lessons, — each contains 

Some emblem of man's all containing soul ; 
Shall he make fruitless all Thy glorious pains. 

Delving within Thy grace an eyeless mole 1 
Make me the least of Thy Dodona-grove, 

Cause me some message of Thy truth to bring, 
Speak but a word through me, nor let Thy love 

Among my boughs disdain to perch and sing, 

J. Russell Lowell, 18 19 — 
— American, 
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GRATITUDE AND LOVE TO GOD. 

All are indebted much to Thee, 

But I far more than all. 
From many a deadly snare set free, 

And raised from many a fall. 
Overwhelm me, from above. 
Daily, with Thy boundless love. 

What bonds of gratitude I feel 
No language can declare ; 



294 SONGS OF GOD AND NATURE. 

Beneath the oppressive weight I reel, 

'Tis more than I can bear : 
When shall I that blessing prove, 
To return Thee love for love ] 

Spirit of charity, dispense 

Thy grace to every heart ; 
Expel all other spirits thence, 

Drive self from every part ; 
Charity divine, draw nigh. 
Break the chains in which we lie ! 

All selfish souls, whatever they feign. 

Have still a slavish lot ; 
They boast of liberty in vain. 

Of love, and feel it not 
He whose bosom glows with Thee, 
He, and he alone, is free. 

Oh blessedness, all bliss above. 

When thy pure fires prevail ! 
Love only teaches what is love : 

All other lessons fail j 
We learn its name, but not its powers. 
Experience only makes it ours. 

William Cowper, i 731-1800. 
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PRECEPTS OF FLOWERS. 

Oh ! lovely flowers, how meet ye seem 

Man's frailty to portray, 
Blooming so fair in morning's beam, 
Passing at eve away ! 
Teach this, and though but brief your reign, 
Sweet flowers, ye shall not Uve in vain. 

Go, form a monitory wreath 

For Youth's unthinking brow. 
Go, and to busy Manhood breathe 
What most he fears to know ; 
Go, strew the path where Age doth tread. 
And tell him of the silent dead. 

But whilst to thoughtless ones and gay 

Ye breathe these truths severe. 
To those who droop in pale decay 
Have ye no words of cheer ? 
Oh, yes ! ye weave a double spell, 
And death and life betoken well 

Go, then, where, wrapt in fear and gloom, 

Fond hearts and true are sighing, 
And wreath with emblematic bloom 
The pillow of the dying ; 
And softiy speak, nor speak in vain, 
Of the long sleep and broken chain. 
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And say, that He who fh)m the dust 

Recalls the slumbering flower, 
Will surely visit those who trust 
His mercy and His power, — 
• ^\lll mark where sleeps their peaceRil clay. 
And roll, ere long, the stone away ! 

Anonymous. 



THE PATH OF FAITH. 

Perchance thou deemest it is hard 
To have no foresight of thy life, 

Unwam'd, thy doubtful feet to guard 
From wandering in the paths of strife ; 

But though thou hast no prescient sense, 

Thou hast a watching Providence. 

With trustful labour weave the web 
Of high emprise and noble deed ; 

Heedless if life should flow or ebb. 
Let bravely doing be thy creed ; 

That Faith. will make thee happier far 

Than if thou read'st each glistening star. 

Should stormy fortime lurk behind 
Thy curtained fate,, and darkly loom — 

Thank God thou canst not feel the wind, 
Nor hear the distant thunder boom ; 
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The tempest, with soft breezes blent, 
May, ere it reaches thee, be spent 

Should brilliant sunshine bursting there 

Upon thee, sudden and sublime, 
Instant reflection of its glare 

Might haply blind thee for the time, 
By pouring on thy dazzled sight 
Rays of intolerable hght ; 

But Faith will serve thee for the fight 
Against misfortune's darkening power : 

And flood thy road with temper'd light, 
Until thou reach in Heaven, that hour 

When Prescience shall be thine at will — 

Prescience of good unmix'd with ilL 

Anonymous. 



PRAISE TO GOD, IMMORTAL PRAISE! 

Praise to God, immortal praise. 
For the love that crowns our days ; 
Bounteous Source of every joy. 
Let Thy praise our tongues employ : 

For the blessings of the field. 
For the stores the gardens yield, 
For the vine's exalted juice, 
For the generous olive's use. 
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Flocks that whiten all the plain ; 
Yellow sheaves of ripen'd grain ; 
Clouds that drop their fattening dews ; 
Suns that temperate warmth difiuse ; 

All that Spring with bounteous hand, 
Scatters o'er the smiling land ; 
All that Hb'ral Autumn pours, 
From her rich overflowing stores ; 

These to Thee, my God, we owe. 
Source from whence all blessings flow ! 
And for these my soul shall raise 
Grateful vows and solemn praise. 

Yet should rising whirlwinds tear 
From its stem the ripening ear ; 
Should the fig tree's blasted shoot, 
Drop her green, untimely fruit ; 

Should the vine put forth no more. 
Nor the olive yield her store ; 
Though the sickening flocks should fall. 
And the herds desert the stall ; 

Should Thine alter'd hand restrain 
The early and the latter rain ; 
Blast each op'ning bud of joy. 
And the rising year destroy : 
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Yet to Thee my soul shall raise 
Grateful vows and solemn praise ; 
And, when every blessing 's flown 
Love Thee — for Thyself alone. 

Mrs Barbauld, i 743-1 825. 



THE SUMMER SABBATK. 

The woods my Church, to-day — my preacher boughs, 

Whispering high homilies through leafy lips ; 

And worshippers, in every bee that sips 

Sweet cordial from the tiniest flower, that grows 

'Mid the young grass, and, in each bird, that dips 

Light pinions in the sunshine as it throws 

Gold showers upon green trees. All things around 

Are full of Prayer ! The very blush which tips 

Yon snowy cloud, is bright with adoration ! 

The grass breathes incense forth, and all the ground 

Is a wide altar ; while the stillest sound 

Is vibrating with praise. No profanation 

Reaches the thoughts, while thus to ears and eyes 

Nature her music and her prayer supplies ! 

Anonymous. 
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THE WAND OF LIGHT. 

One summer-noon, a sad-eyed man — ^to whom 
Life's road from youth had lain through grfef and 

gloom, 
And every milestone was a loved one's tomb — 

Wandered a-field, if haply he might find, 

Sung in the brook, or breathed upon the wind, 

Some message from the souls for whom he pined. 

But, when he found no music in the rill, 
'Bun, dwindled to a thread, and each leaf still : 
**See," moan'd he, "to the sick all goeth ill !" 

And, hiding his wet face in the deep grass. 

He praVd Hfe's chalice from his lips might pass, 

And his last grain of sand fall through the glass. 

Then, as he rose, through ferns that strove to hide, 
Hedged in by weeds, a wild-flower he espied, 
Bent earthward by a dewdrop ; so he said : — 

" Frail bloom that weepest in thy hidden nook 
Alone, like sorrow, by the world forsook. 
All the day long no sun can on thee look ! " 

But, while he spake, a little wand of light 

Passed through the leaves, making all faery-bright, 

And what had seem'd a tear to his dull sight 
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Was now a ti»y rainbow in a cup 

Of thinest silver, whence the beam did sup, 

And by degrees the flower was Hfted up ; 

And seem'd to follow with a wistful eye 
J^ little drift of mist into the sky, 
Rising to join the clouds that floated by ; 

Perchance, ere close of day, to fall in rain 
And help some seaward stream or thirsty plain : 
Perchance to trickle down some window pane 

Where a sick child doth watch, and so beguile 
The pain-drawn lips to curve into a smile, 
And brighten its dull eyes a little while. 

And seeing all that one small drop might do. 
He felt why cloistered thus the blossom grew. 
And why so late it wore the morning dew ; 

And, with a lighter heart, he went his way. 
Trusting, at God's own time, some golden ray 
Would gleam on him, and touch his dark to day. 
. — Household Words, 1853. 
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BLESS AND GUIDK 

[L)ring at a reverend friend's house one night, the Author 
left the following verses in the room where he slept] 

O Thou dread Power, who reign'st above ! 

I know Thou wilt me hear, 
When, from this scene of peace and love 

I make my prayer sincere. 

The hoary sire — the mortal stroke, 

Long, long, be pleased to spare ; 
To bless his little filial flock. 

And shew what good men are. 

She, who her lonely offspring eyes 

With tender hopes and fears. 
Oh, bless her with a mother's joys. 

But spare a mother's tears ! 

Their hope, their stay, their darling youth, 

In manhood's dawning blush ; 
Bless Mm, Thou God of love and truth. 

Up to a parent's wish. 

The beauteous, seraph sister-band. 

With earnest tears I pray. 
Thou knows't the snares on every hand — 

Guide Thou their steps alway. 
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Wten soon or late they reach that zo^a^ » 

0*er life's rough ocean driven, * ** 

May they rejoice, no wanderer lost, ' % 

A family in heaven ! ^ 

Robert Burns, 1759-179^. * 
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THE PERFECT REST. 

Not long, not long ! — The spirit-wasting fever 
Of this strange life shall quit each throbbing vein ; 

And this wild pulse flow placidly for ever ; 
And endless peace relieve the burning brain. 

Earth's joys are but a dream ; its destiny 
Is but decay and death. Its fairest form 

Sunshine and shadow mix'd. Its brightest day 
A rainbow braided on the wreaths of storm. 

Yet there is blessedness that changeth not j 
A rest with God, a hfe that cannot die ; 

A better portion, and af brighter lot, 
A home with Christ, a heritage on high. 



' I 



Hope for the hopeless, for the weary rest, 
More gentle than the stilL repose of even! 

Joy for the joyless, bliss for the unblest ; 
Homes for the desolate in yonder heaven I 



304 SONOS OF GOD AND NA TURE. 

The temp^ makes returning calm more dear \ 
The darkest midnight makes the brightest star, ' 

Even so to us when all is ended here, 
Slvkll be the past, remembered from afar. 

Then welcome change and death 1 Since these alone 
Can break life's fetters, and dissolve its spell ; 

Welcome all present change, which speeds us on 
So ^wift to that which is unchangeable. 

HORATIUS BONAR, D.D. 

— Hymns of Faith and Hope. 
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issued from the press during the present geueration, and we have no doubt 
it will prove as acceptable to the public as the two attractive volumes to 
which it forms an appropriate and beautiful sequel."— CAdtmAom Journal. 

HEAVEN OUR HOME. 

"This volume, to which the author h^ not thought proper to attach his 
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ward to that heavenly home which he so wondrously and delightMly por- 
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able clearness, that such an interest exists, not only with tiie Almighty, and 
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MEET FOR HEAVEN. 
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and the result is a stirring voliune, which, while the Christian critie pro- 
noonces it free from affectation, even the man of taste, averse to evangeUotl 
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and Six full-page Illustrations and Vignette Title Page. 
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A SELECTION OF POETRY, IN FIVE VOLUMES. 

OOMFBTSIMa 

SONGS OP GOD AND NATUEE. 
SONGS OP LOVE AND BEOTHEEHOOD. 
SONGS OP LIFE AND LABOUE. 
SONGS OP WOETH AND HONOUE. 
SONGS OP HOME AND PATHEELAND. 
Edited by DAVID PAGE, F.G.S., 

AUTHOR OF "iNTRObUCTORY TEXT-BOOK OF OBOLOOY." 

TUtM Seritt of beautiful books is specially adapted for School Prixes and 
(Jift Books, either in cloth or morocco. 



FOFULAB WORKS FUBUBHSD BT W. P. HUTMO. 



Tk« Cktapat and 'But 



t(pbioolrB(y 



Bo6k9i$iikgW9rtA. 



THE IRISH NATIONAL SCHOOL-BOOKS. 

New and Improved Editions, uniform fcap. Svo, stnmglj bound in doth, 
lettered. 

The following references were made to the books iniblish6a1b|y4he Com- 
miesioaers of National Education, in the debate in the House of LordSk 7th 
March 1868 :— 

Th€ Earl €if Eglinton must say that the books which were used in the Na> 
tional Schools were the very best that could be put into the hands of tbe 
children who received instruction in any schools. 

The Buhop of Xtmmdfc— With respect to the books which were used in the 
National Schools, he beheved that they were admitted upon all hands to be 
Incomparable. They were works which ei^oyed a European reputation. 
They had fbimd their way to every quarter of the globe, and had stamped 
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The Earl of Dtrhy said, that the school-books introduced by the Board of 
National Education were most valuable, that they were admirable In podnt ot 
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Edited by ALEXANDER LEIGHTON. 

In announcing a ONE SHILLING EDITION of THE BORDER TALES, 
the Publisher docs not consider it necessary to say anything in recommenda- 
tion of a work which hjis stood the tost of a general competition, and which 
has increased in public favour with its years. Equally siuted to all classes of 
readers, it has been received with delight in the School-room, the Drawing- 
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